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To the Right Honourable 
The Lady HincHINGBROOK. 


: 5 | 
. „ 1 
Wh N 


T has pleaſed your Lady- 
ei ſhip to vouchſafe me your 
Protection for this little 
wh Piece; an Inſtance of Con- 
deſcenſion as greatly ſurprizing as 
that of my Preſumption in the Re- 
queſt : and I very much fear I have 
now given the Malicious an Oppor- 
tunity of taxing your Ladyſhip once 
in your Life with an Inadvertency : 
For very far is it from my Thoughts, 
that any Product of my unhappy 
Hours, can be worthy of the great 
Honour I now e receive; nor could I 
ever have aſpir' d to it, but from the 
Aſſurance of that ſweet Affability 
and Goodneſs, univerſally acknow- 
& ledg'd to make up Part of your La- 
duyſhip's moſt amiable Character: A 
Character which fills my Mind with 

A HAS ſuch 


AED Fo4FIOx. | 
ſuch beautiful Ideas, Words fail me 
in the Deſcription! O could I paint, 
in glowing Colours, a perfect Piece! 
give it the irrefiſtible Graces ' which 

adorn your every Geſture, your eve- 

ry Word, and the Harmony of the 
lovely Speaker's Voice! the conſent- 
ing World would approve the Work, 
and ſay, This is Lady Hinchingbrook! 

But whither am I tranſported? I had 

almoſt forgot, that all theſe ſhining 

Qualities receive yet a brighter 

Luſtre from a moſt unaffected Mo- 

deſty, which I dread to offend : And 

muſt therefore fay no more on ſo 
pleafing a Subject; - muſt leave un- 
mention'd thoſe diſtinguiſh'd Vir- 
tues, Which render 355 the Delight 
and Admiration of all, more particu⸗- 
larly thoſe who are admitted to the ' 
Honour of your Ladyſhip's moſt en- 
gaging Converſation. '1 am, 
ua Ladyſhip's muſt obedient, 
_ and moſt devored humble Servant, 
JoHN STURMY. 
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PRO “LOG UE. 
By a FRIEND. 
Spoken by Mr, BOHEME. 


ON has our Stage for Magick Art been fam'd, 
The Muſe depos'd, aud Harlequino reigu d. 


Jo Night, with Pleaſure, be reſigns his Throne, 


And friendly makes our Author's Cauſe bis . 


To Night let Tragic Scenes your Minds improve, 

And ſomething more than CORONATIONS move. 

Swift flies the Foy which entertains our Eyes, 

The ſolid Pleaſures from Reflection riſe : 

Pleaſures like theſe, ſhould Britain's Sons engage, 

Adorn our Touth, and cheer our Hearts in Age. 
Attend, ye Fair, our riſing Scenes ſhall ſhow 

No vulgar Theme, a Tale of Royal Noe; 

An injur'd Queen's, a lave-fick Virgin's Fears, 

By Turns demand, by Turns divide your Tears, 

Like Philomela ſweet, the Nymph complains, 

The Mother mourns in more pathetic Strains —— 

Fierce Omar's Crimes your Indignation claim, 

Debasd by Guilt, majeftick but in Name 

Our Hero's Fate will various Paſſions raiſe, 

Excite your Fear, your Pity, and your Praiſe : 


By Rage purſu'd, by Love almoſt undone, 


A ſeeming guilty, yet a pious Son. 

Te Mairons all, whoſe tender Boſoms bear 
A Mother's Love, indulge a Motber's Care. 
Te Virgin's all, who Love's ſoft Pow'r approve, 
Or feel the Anguiſh of deſpairing Love, 


Propitious [mile on Ariaſpe's Flame, 
And kindly joyn to give our Author Fame. 
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Fas 


We all have Longines, ſome for this, ſome that, 


The golden Chariot, and the pompous Train, 

To ſhine all Day @ Queen, yet inward weep, 
Thanks to my kindly Stars, thoſe Fears are gone, 
y Wiſh obtain d, the long A for Touth's my own: _ 


What now remains to perfect my Deligbt, 
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Spoken by Mrs. YOUNGER. 


T length alls well, tho was a narrow Scape, 
5 I nicely ſpunn'd the matrimonial Rape. 

*Tis bard at beſt in Wedlock' s Toke to draw, 

But, when compelF a, "tis Ruviſoment by Law. 

What blooming Maid cou'd &er approve a Sponſe _ 

With feeble Knees, grey Haits, and furrow'd Brows f 


Some for the Man, and ſome for the fate. 

Alas, I fear mine had been diſappointed, 

Altho* my Dear were Majeſty anointed. | 
When high in Hopes of Comfort from one's Lovers” 
To find bim cold, and ſpiritleſs all over; 
Nature's averſe 'but th approach the Dead, 

Ob ! who could bear a lifeleſs thing in Bed 


ive a Content ment, whilſt we want the Main: 2 
That when Night comes, Pave nonght to do but ſfleep— 
His Dangers paſs, ſhall now enhance our Pleaſure, 
My fondling Heart will love bim out of Meaſure. 


Your kind' Applauſe to eaſe our oP 5 Fright ; 
Ton won 7 9 me on m TTY * 


Intended to be ſung in the fourth AC T. 


ENEATH a Myrtle's friendly Shade, 
B | The Queen of Love reclin d, 
Adonis calf d to lend his Aid, 
And eaſe Ber love-fick Mind. 
In full Expectance of the Boy, 
She wreath'd a flow'ry Crown ; 
Her roſy Finger cull d the Toy 
for him, ſhe call d ber own. 
The Boy came not, ſhe gan to plain, 
Untothe Wood doth bie, 
There found Adonis newly Hain, 
A Boar had pierc'd bis Thigh : 
O'erborn with Tears, ſhe curs'd the Mors ; 5 | 
Alas, dear Youth ! ſhe cry d, 
Qb! had Love's Queen been diva born, 
She'd figh'd out Life, and dy d. 
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Dramati s Perſone. 


M E N. 


Ou AR, Uſurper of the _ 
Crown of Egypt. c Mr | Boheme: 5 
SssdsTRAIsS, on polar | 
Pharnaces and Nitocris. Mr. * an. 


PRHAN ES, Chief Mini-) 
ſter of the Uſurper, but Mr. Mi 
in the Intereſt of. Seſo- "On 4 : 


5. d 
Dion, a Nobleman, his 
Friend. 0 1 Mr. Chapman. 


 Manss, Officer of the 00A 
Guards, * | Mr, Pi ite. 


"warty Son of * 21 . A 5 4 5 1 8 8 
W O N * =” 


Nirockis, Widow of 2 
8 King Pharnazes. _ 
Is 1 E, Daugimer 
i! Phanes. * 29S ; 
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ACT LI: G 


PHAN ES. Dion. 


N this Day's great Event depends 
Ly our Fate. WL 

if Heav'n look on, and ſee Seſoftris 
Pat fall, £62. 

= V rtue's no more its Care. 


Pha. Our Duty ne er can equal his Deſerving: 
Di. Then Valour ſeems the Inmate of his Souls. 
Well I remember, when a ſtripling Youth, 
= Foremoſt he led the Way in Rural Sports 
Seil ſcorn d the Paſtime of the Game that flies, 


rr a a re OO 
* 


w S ESOST AIS. or, 


And ſought th' Encounter of the *Pard or Lion ; 
His very Play was War. 
Pha. *Tis true, my Dion, I behold Seſoftris 

In Honour's Chace outſtripping ev'n our Wiſh ; 
His Worth increaſes faſter than his Years; 
Already has he liv'd an Age in Glory: 
Partake with me, my Friend, the Joy I bring. 
Di. Whateꝰ er from Phanes comes, finds Welcome here. 
Pha. Inform'd, by faithful Notice, of the Day 
Prefix d for the Return of Omar's Son, 
(For all his Steps are mark'd me cer he treads) 
I held it meet t' intruſt th* important News 
'Urito the Prince's Ear. My Words, like Oyl 
Caſt on the latent Fire, brighten'd him to Flame: 
Impatient of Reſtraint, he iſſued forth 
To fluſh his Sword upon his Country's Foe ; 
And, Front to Front, conteſt with him for Fame. 
They met, and our young Hero bears the Lawrel, 
His Virtue challeng'd, and his Valour won. 
Di. Noble Exploit! out Work's then half perform'd; 
We'll anſwer for the Reſt. 
Pha. Our Friends then, Dion ——— 
Di. Unſhaken and reſolv'd, Fil to 'em ſtraight, 
Your News impart, and fill em with our Joy: 
At th' Hour and Place I'll give *em meeting 


My Brain is buſy with another Scheme; [ Ex. Dion. 


Say it ſucceed, 'twiil forward our Deſign— 8 
The prince, 1 find, obſervant of his Word—[Ent, Scſolt. 


ACT | SCENE II. 


Ses OS 81S PHAN RES. 


Pha. Honour and Glory to the Royal Campion, 
Seſ. The Gods approv'd my Cauſe, and I prevail'd. 
Pha. Auſpicious cloſe the Day, whole early Dawn 
Breaks forth diſtinguiſh*d by thy valiant Arm. 
Seſ. Phanes, to thee, whoſe right Intelligence 


Directed well my Sword, our Country owes _ 
5 


Royalty in Diſguiſe. 1 


Her Thanks, that ſhe ſuſtains one Monſter leſs; 
et ſtill from thee, one Bleſſing more ſhe craves, 

Z Tho? lain the Son, the Tyrant Father lives. 
Pa. Tyrant remorſeleſs, and devoid of Pity —— 
Z Oh! ſtill as often as I rread theſe Courts, 

Il ſeem to traverſe the Abode of Death; 

Deep piercing Groans, the mournful dying Tone 

XZ Invades my Ear, and ſtill makes ſad my Soul: 


Freſh Anguiſh wrings my Heart, oft as my Eye 
* Theſe Rooms of State, this pompous Pile ſurveys, 


22 Th* Imperial Seat of all your Royal Race, 

U ſurp'd and loaded now by baſe-born Omar. N 
Seſ. Diſplay the Tyrant, make Revenge more keen. 
Z Pha. How ſhall I ſpeak the Terrors of that Night, 
When fouleſt Murder waded deep in Blood! _ 
Theſe Courts diſclos'd th' amazing Tragick Scene. 
With weeping Eye this lofty Pillar view; 

Here, at its Baſe, the King your Father fell: 


Behold the Stone, yet ſtain'd with Royal Blood, 


Bears Witneſs to the curſed Murderer's Hand. 
Half dead, the Queen hung o'er her mangled Lord, 
7 Bathing with Tears his Wounds : Around her graſp d, 
Strugling in Death, her little harmleſs Brood. 
Alas! my Lord, the ſame had been your Fate, 


Had not Heav'ns Eye, ſtill watchful o'er your Life, 


Pointed me out an Inftrument to ſave you. 
Amidſt Confuſion, in the dusky Night, 
By ſtealth, I bore you from the Field of Slaughter; 


XZ Eeer ſince, in Private, have preſerv'd you ſafe, 


And hitherto made vain the Tyrant's Search. 
7 Sef. Thy Story, Phanes, pierces to my Soul. 
III were my Life preſerv'd, if flack my Arm 
3 Whilſt Juſtice loudly calls for Vengeance due. 
Where lurks this Monſter, whom your Fears ſtile 
Bring me the Tyrant Omar within reach, [King ? 
And if he *ſcape my Sword, this erring Arm 
Shall to the Flames, like Scevola's, for Torture. 


| ws . 


"i SESOFTTRIS: Or, 


_ _ Pha. It glads my Heart, to ſee thy daring Spirit 
In Vertue's Race ſo forward and ſo brave. 
But yet I dread thy Courage here 
Seſ. Be free; | | 
My Foſter-Father ſtil! commands Attention. 
Pha. From long Acquaintance, Sir, with Omar held, 
To me his Cuſtoms are familiar grown, 
And all his Soul lies open to my Eye. 
His Conſcience foul, an inward rankling Sore, 
Admits no Peace to harbour in his Breaſt : 
His Nights are painful on his Couch of Down ; 
Chearleſs to him the joyful Face of Day, 
Haunted with Fears, which from his Guilt ariſe. 
Around his Perſon waits an armed Band, 
No Train of State, but of his Life the Guard: 
" Too ſtrong Oppoſers would your Valour meet; 
Attempts upon his Life by Force were vain : 
Prudence ſhall, therefore, lend your Courage Aid; 
By wiſe Addreſs we'll circumvent his Power. 
All Ways that lead to Liberty are fair. [Counſel. 
Seſ. Speak your Advice, and guide me with your 
Pha. Then briefly thus This once, my Lord, 
To hide your Birth, inglorious Title wear, | ſubmit 
Aſſume the Name of him your Arms have conquer'd ; 
Be thou the Tyrant's Son, be call'd Pſawmitres - 


he Token on him found, ſhall give you Credit; 


For Omar's Queen, when forc'd by him from Court, 
Convey'd away her Son, of tender Ape, 
A Stranger ever to his Father's Eye; 

To him, Sir, as your ſelf, alike unknown. 


r 


Seſ. But whither, Phanes, tends ſo ſtrange a Purpoſe? | 


Pha. To lead you, Sir, in Safety to the Throne ; 
By Omar's Fall to fix your Empire ſure. | 
Seſ. The Meaning ſtill ſeems dark. 
Pha. We'll clear the Way. 
Admitted once to be the Tyrant's Son, i. 
Your Breaſt ſhall lodge the Secrets of his Soul; 
Still to his Perſon open your Acceſs. ws 
. 3 V 1t 
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Th' Arrival of a Stranger here this Morn, | 


© Royalty in Diſguiſe. 13 


With you, my Lord, twill reſt to chooſe the Time 


T aſſert your Right, and give your Country Freedom. 
Seſ. Ofair's the Project which my Friend preſents! 
But then my Soul, abhorrent of Diſhonour, 
Unwilling yields to wear ſo foul Diſguiſe — 
Howe'er, fince Prudence, which conſults our Safety, 
Requires me to. conceal a while my Name, 


II ſtoop, for once, to act this Tyrant's Son, 


Forget Sæſoſtris, and debaſe my Blood. 


But ſay, my Friend, the Time, the Place, the Manner, 


How make our firſt Addreſs to curſed Omar? 


The Danger threatens there. 


Pha. Be that my Province : 
Tho' cloſe Companions* Guilt and foul Suſpicion ; | 
Tho' Snares the Tyrant fears in all his Paths, 
Viewing a Traytor where his Eye diſlikes; 
By me yet introduc'd, your Preſence gives 


But ſlight Miſtruſt; which to remove, my Lord, 


The Letter, Bracelet, and the Signet Ring 
Seſ. T hold 'em ſafe. 
Pha; Unqueſtion'd then your Paſport, _ 
The ſpecious Proof ſhall even blind Suſpicion ; 
He'll ſpare your Cunning, and himſelf deceive. 
Seſ. Oh! ſtill my Heart miſgives me, and rebels; 
Will ne'er ſubmit to call the Villain Father: 
How can I greet him by a Name ſo tender! 
Yet, ſay I undertake this hateful Part; 
Make ſhort my Task, or I ſhall fail beneath it. 
Pha. T'll ſtraight to Omar, give him to underſtand 


Charg'd with Affairs of Weight, which he declines, 
But in his Royal Preſence, to declare. 

Seſ. Yet Phanes ſtay, my Tenderneſs indulge ; 
Should not Affection firſt ſalute the Queen, 
To pay her all the Duty of a Son? 
"T would cheer a while her Soul, and give her Joy: 
How great to me the Pleaſure in the Gift! 
Great would her Tranſports be, but fatal too: 
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With tend'reſt Love her Eyes would overflow, 

Speak her true Mother, and denounce thy Fate; 

For ſtill in Hire is kept ſome prying Slave, 

Who notes the Queen ; whoſe Preſence to approach 

Dares none preſume without the Royal Licence; 

My Daughter ſcarce ſo great a Favour boaſts. 
Seſ. Thy Daughter, Phanes ! Shall that heav'nly 


Wouchſafe to bow to the infernal Omar! [Maid 


Teach me to curb this Inſolence of Pow'r : 
1 burn for Action, tortur'd by Delay. 
Pha. O ſtifle, Sir, your Fire, appear compos d; 
A Moment's * ſhall bring the Tyrant's Anſwer. 
LEx. Phanes. 


SESOSTRIS alone. 


Seſ. T' nach a Villain deep immers'd in Blood, 
My neareſt Blood, fills all my Soul with Horror : 
My fwelling Heart will ſhew me in a Storm, 
Ruffle my Brow, and give my Tongue the Lye— 
Be ſtill a while Revenge, be calm my Breaſt, . 
That unexpected I may act my Part; 

J th' choſen Hour ſecurely give the Blow : 
But Peace, thou Babler, ev'n Thought lye ſmother' 4 
The Tyrant comes, with Guards protected comes. 
O now my Heart, thy native Plainneſs hide: 

Be mask d, my manly Soul, with Female Arts, 

That foul Diſguiſe 8 on, may ſuit me well. 


SCENE 1. 


Ouan. SESOSTRIS. Pats; Aas Guards: 


Om. Buſineſs of Weight, you ſay, and with our ſelf? 
Pha. So runs the Tenor of my Meſſage, Sir. 

Om. And by no Followers, you ſay, attended? 
Pha. Without Retinue, . Sir, he waits your Pre- 


You ſee, my Lord, that Stranger. [fence ; 
| Om. 


Royalty in Diſguſe. In 


Om. Guard me, ye Powers ! [To Pha. 
His Look diſturbs me : cloſe to my Side, my Friend. 
Sir, 'tis our Pleaſure that you ſpeak your Purpoſe. 
[ To Sel. 
FSeſ. Permit me, Sir, moſt humbly to deliver [ Kneeling. 
What Royal Zagra near expiring ſends. Gives a Letter. 
Om. Zagra that was our Queen ! the Seal is hers, 
And theſe the well-known Traces of her Hand ; 
The Characters abide upon my Mind. | 
But to the Purport. [ Reads. 


2 < The Love you bear Pharnazes widow'd Queen 
VUnkindly drove me to an exil'd State: 


„ The Suff rings ſince ſuſtain'd by your Commands, 
Shall grieve my Soul no more, Death ſets me free: 
*© Howe'er' unjuſt the Meaſure of your Wrath 
Towards me, your Favour to Pſamnites ſhow ; 
O grant me, dying, this my laſt Requeſt, 
Extend not your Diſpleaſure to your Son 

ls ir then giv'n me to behold my Son, 
Whom twice ſeven Years a foreign Land hath held 


From me eſtrang'd, ev'n to Remembrance loſt ! 


£7 Yet ſay, Pſamnites, if thou art Pſammites, 
Ho falls it out, Sir, that old faithful Ammon, 
The firſt Companion of our Queen in Flight, 


l fee not in your Train? 


Seſ. Old Ammon, Sir, | F 
By weight of Years o'ercharg'd, is eas'd by Death 
Tho' Time injurious from your Mind hath worn me, 
Theſe Pledges of your Love may there remain; 
Theſe Jewels, and this Ring [ Giving them. 

Om. O well thoſe Toys I know, 

The ſame which in the ſofteſt Hours of Love 
I to your Royal Mother Zagra gave, 
And this the Golden Circle (ſweet Remembrance!) 
Which girt her Finger on the Bridal Night. 
YZ Thou art my Son | [ Embracing. 
| Seſ. See, Sir, more welcome Proof; 
Behold, my Lord, this Sword — _ {Giving it. 

„„ Om. 
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Om. The Sight confounds me: 
Pzbarnaes once knew well to uſe this Weapon; 
Seſ. And his ſurviving Son, Seſo oftris, bore. : .. « 
Om. Seſoſtris ! | 
Seſ. This Morn I ſlew my Country* s Foe, 
And this known Sword is Witneſs of the Conqueſt, 
Conferring Honour now on me, the Wearer. 
Om. My Son return'd with Bleſſings in his Hand! 
Return'd a Victor o'er my dreaded Foe ! 
Omar then gives his Fears unto the Wind, 
Yet let us learn the Story of thy Valour. 
Se/. Beneath the Palace Walls this Morn we met, 
Bleſt was the Chance that brought us Breaſt to Breaſt! 
An aged Man, who plac'd it by his Side, 
With Honour grac'd his Name, and ſtil'd him Prince. 
Such bold Affront, and to my Ear proclaim'd, 1 
With Indignation fir d my youthful Blood. 
With haſty Hand, my Sabre ſtraight I drew, 
Declar'd my Birth, and to the Combat dar'd him. 
Joyntly with eager Swords at me they made ; 
Bur Strength united, them ſmall Vantage gave : 
Their Odds to me, as to the metal'd Steed, 
Th' exciting Spur provoking double Courage, 
The grey head Slave, unworthy of my Arm, 
Experienc'd firſt its Force, and fell beneath it. 
Nothing diſmay'd, but with Revenge more — 
My valiant Riva! held the Combat doubtful : 
At length the Juſtice of my Cauſe prevail'd. 
From many Mouths ebb'd out the Stream of Life, 
And left his Spirits low; with feeble Voice 
He faintly cry'd, O ſpare my Royal Blood- 
More had he ſpoke, but Death confin'd his "rt 
Om. 8 Tidings which thou bring 'ſt; 
my Son 


More W be thou the Bearer. Cloſe to my Heart, 


Which leaps exulting with Paternal Love. Embracing. 
*Tis Honour greater that I call Thee Son, 


| Greater my Joy than Crowns or Scepters give. a: 


wp | Go 7 
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Go, Menes, ſet a hundred Captives free; | 

_ Ev'n to the Dungeon Slave our Son ſends Life. 
Throughout the Streets a Feſtival proclaim, 

With flow'ry Garlands let the Prieſt adorn 

A hundred Snow-white Bulls for Sacrifice. 

Equal Reſpe& henceforth be paid our Son 

As to our ſelf : With like Obſervance heed 

His Royal Will, as if our own Command. 

Guards, to our Apartment wait the Prince, 

And know, his Pleaſure is your Law. | Ex. Seſ. and 
| D T7935 Guards. 
Phanes, thy long Experience proves thee skill'd 

In reading Man : Thine intellectual Eye a 

Sees piercing deep. Without Reſerve, unfold 
Thy Thoughts upon our Son. 

Pha. If from the Bloſſom we may judge the Fruit, 

Fair are our Hopes, and promiſe full Perfection: 

His firſt Appearance on the World's great Stage, 

Excites our Wonder, and commands Applauſe: 

Th' acclaiming Voice of Fame ſhall bleſs the King, 

Who makes us happy in ſo great a Prince. 1 
Om. Phanes, I own I pride me in my Boy; 

And that more glorious his Return appear, 79 

Our Nuptials, long deſign'd, this Day we'll hold 

With double Joy, more ſignal ſhall it ſhine. 

Pha. Reigns then the widow'd Queen ſtill in 
| your Breaſt ? 

Let, Sir, forgive me, ſhould I think you chooſe 

Improper Seaſon for to urge your Suit. 

Tf hitherto inflexible her Will, 

Compliance now, Sir, can you hope to meet ? 

Find her to Love inclin'd, ſhe now inform'd, 

That Omar's Son is Murderer of her own ? 2 
Om Compliance, ſaid you, and her Will inclin'd ? 
Pha. Your Pow'r, indeed, her Perſon may conſtrain; 

But her free Mind evades ev'n Kingly Force. 
Should harſh Compulſion once incite her Rage, 

Within no Bounds Ts ance. th * : 
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Tho Nature form d the female Sex more weak, 
Paſſions ſhe gave em ſtronger far than Man's; 
A very Whirlwind in their Fury ſtorms. 
Therefore, my Royal Lord, as you regard 
Your Peace and Safety 

Om. Tis needleſs al you urge. 

Phanes, thy Thoughts run wide of my Intent: I 

Thy kind Concern howe'er for Omar ſhown, 

We take moſt friendly, as of Love proceeding : 

*Tis like a Father's Caution to his Son, 

And ſtill as ſuch ſhall find our due Obſervance—— 

Know then, my Friend, that fairer Views preſent, 

Our Mind far otherwiſe now ſtands determin'd, 

From out my Breaſt t* expell the haughty Queen, 

And to our Bed of Royalty advance *. 

A brighter Beauty of more gentle Soul, 

Conſulting beſt my Intereſt and my Love Charms! 
Pha. But ſpeak the wond' rous Fair, ſo prevalent in 
Om. In thy Hand, Phanes, is the Helm of Pow'r, 

Govern'd aright, thou win' ff my People's Love; 

Then in thy Daughter — O th' excelling Fair! 

Of her poſſeſs d, I find Eh zium here. 

Thou ſhalt protect my Throne, ſhe bleſs my Bed. 
Pha. My Lord! 

Om. Be not ſarpriz'd,we mean thee further Honours. 
Witneſs the greateſt of our num*rous Gods, 
Such is our Will, and that admits no Queſtion. 

But fee the lovely Maid her ſelf attends 

To hear my Vows, and take my Love' 8 non. 


. Puanus. ARIASPE. CrrantHE. 


Ari. Lend me, Cleanthe, thy ſupporting Arm 
To bear me up; the Spectaele of Death 
Swims in my Sight, and over-whelms' 150 Soul 2 


The Horrorgr creates 1 
"I" pon Om: 
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Om. Mark you, Phanes ? 3 
Whence this Concern? I make her Fears my ow:1— 
What means, my Faireſt, this dejected Air? 
O wherefore fades the Bloom upon thy Cheek? 
Why droop thy Head ? Do Angels then know Sor- 
Ari Melting with Pity, ſee a Maiden's Heart; Crow! 
Misforrunes, not my own, call torth my Tears. J 
Sir, as I lately paſs'd the outward Court, 
| AnObjed& full of Woe diftreſs'd me ſore : 
Two Perſons, ſeeming of the better Fafhion, 
Oucftretch'd on Earth's cold Boſcm, lifeleſs the one, 
The other haſt'ning to his Journey's End; 
Guſhing the Blood at many ghaſtly Wounds: 
In oft Compaſſion, to my Care 1 took him, 
Willing to ſave the poor Remains of Life, 
For full of Years he ſeem'd. This piteous Sight 
Affected me ſo near, I feel his Pain, 
It thrills my Heart, and ſtops the circling Flood. 
nm. The fame, no doubt, the Prince this Morn en- 
counter d. 
Pha. Moſt likely, Sir, both Time and Place agree. 
Om. Forbear, too tender Maid, to grie ve their Fate; 
With Pleaſure we behold our bleeding Foe. | 
O *cwas the Stream I greatly thirſted for: 
In Sounds of Triumph, we'll enjoy the Day, 
And Beauty's Pow r ſhall perfe& all my Bliſs. 
Yes, Charmer, know a Scepter waits thy Hand ; 
Our ſelf, the King, Omar ſalutes thee Queen : 
_ Eeer Night approach, the ſacred Bonds ſhall joyn us 
The crimſon Fluſhing on her Virgin Cheek 
Shows that our Preſence now creates Confuſion. ¶ Afide. 
Phanes, prepare thy Daughter for our! Nuptials. 
| | [Ex. Omar. 
Ari. What Meaning to affign this ſudden Change! 
Can his Ambition, of ſo tow'ring Flight, 
Stoop thus her Wing to Lowlineſs like mine? 
Whence this Profuſion of the Royal Favour 2? 
You, Sir, who read his Soul, can ſhow the Reaſon: 
: C2 . Pha. 
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_- Pha, His Reaſon, Child, is ſeated in his Will, 
His Will i imperious, not to be controul'd. _ 

Ari. No Pow'r, my Lord, ſhall force me to fore- 
The natural Duty which I owe my Father; (go 
A Father's Right's ſuperior to a King's. 

Pha. But ſay we ſtand indiffrent to your Choice, 

With Omar's Love how is thy Soul affected? 

Ari. To ſuch Demands what Anſwer can I make; 
My bumble Thoughts ne er ſoar'd to Omar's Love. 

Pha. To Pow'r and Glory, Woman's Heart I 
Lay always open, and Conſent ſtood ready. [ deem'd 

Ari. Suppoſe Diſlike to him that makes the Offer: 
Sir, you'll excuſe the Freedom of my Speech. 

Oft has the mournful Queen (Griet's privileg'd to 

Set forth the King to view, O how deform'd | | ſpeak) 

With Crimes ſo blotted o'er, he monſtrous ſeem d. 

Let not my Father interpoſe his Pow'r; 

My Heart declares Abhorrence to his Love. [ inviting, 
Pha Yer bears the Crown ſuch Charms, as ſhine 
Ari. Tarniſh'd its Luſtre, and debas'd its Metal, 

Tender 'd by Hands with Royal Blood polluted : 

*Tis from the Giver we refpect the Gift. 

Pha. Deareſt Ariaſpe, all-deſerving Daughter, 

Thy Tongue ſure peaks as prompted by my Heart: 

To me well-pleaſing this thy frank Confeſſion. 

But cloſe thy Thoughts within thy Breaſt confine ; 

Let all thy Actions ſhew the King Reſpect; 

Lay Force on Nature, and diſſemble Love. 

Ari. To ſhow Affection where Averlion's fix'd, 

How hard the Task? | 

_ _ Pha. It ſhall not grieve thee long; ; 

Few Hours ſhall free thee from this irkſome Duty. 

Sweet Soother of my Care, and Solace of my Years, 

Thee riſing I behold to Glory s Top: 

By Steps of Virtue, by a Path mark'd out, 

Suiting a Mind ſo well diſpos'd as thine. _ 

A Prince with Soul unſtain'd ſhall court thy Favour, 


And guiltleſs Hands conjoin to make thee Great. 
| Mean 
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| Mean while, my Child, prepare to meet the King 
With Looks ſubmiſſive, cheer'd with tender Smile. 
Truſt to my Guidance in this ſlippery Way, 

Nor doubt thy Safety in a Father's Care. ¶ Ex. Phanes. 
Cle. His Words have fix d her motionleſs and 
| mute. ge | > I Ade. 

O ſpeak, my Friend, f if thy outward Form 
Stands forth a Mirrour t& thy Soul, it ſhews - © + 

A Mind diſturb'd ; the Heart that's ill at Eaſe, 

The riſing Sighs which ſwell your Boſom, tell 
The Pain it feels, and ſpeak Liſquiet there. 
Strive not, Ariaſpe, to conceal the Cauſe ; | 
The Fire that inward burns, is moſt deſtructive. 
Ari. Moſt gentle Maid, for ev'ry Pain but mine 
Relief is found, my Wound admits no Cure. 
Peace with her ſmiling Train has left my Breaſt, 
Her wonted Seat, and viſits me no more. 
Cle. For ever baniſh from your Mind Deſpair, 


ö That melancholy Gueſt, the well-known Foe 


To Joys of Youth, and Beauty's opening Bloom, 
At whoſe Approach Life's ev ry Bleſſing flies. 
Ari. Reflect, Cleanthe, how ſevere my Fate, 


And you, my Friend, will own ev'n Hope is vain— - 


The gracious Queen, more than a Mother kind, 
In warmeſt Terms declares the Prince her Son, 
Seſoſtris, Egypt's Heir, ſhall be my Lord: 
Already in Affection calls me Daughter 
The King with Power unjuſt, but yet ſupreme, 
Commands me to his Bed, this Night a Bride 
What moves me moſt, my Father asks my Love © 
In favour of a Prince by him approv'd. 
Cle. But in your Choice who holds the foremo 
—_— = 
Whom would Ariaſpe wiſh her Charms might bleſs? 
Ari. I give the friendly Queen her Promiſe back, 
LDeath's cold Embraces to the King's prefer, 
And wiſh my Father would forego his Power, 
Not preſs my Duty, but indulge my Love. 


Cle- 
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Cle. Too late, perchance, 
„ PER | : 12. 
Ari. O'true, Cleanthe, Love has choſe her Mate 
I'll open to my Friend my wounded Breaſt ; 
And it thou can'ſt apply the healing Balm —— 
You may remember, tis but ſrt time fince, 


he ſeeks tꝰ engage your 


My Father brought a Stragger to our Home. 


A Youth of noble Aſpett. | 

Ari. Alas! Cleanthe = © [Sg hing. 
Lovely in Form and Mind Tho? his Abode | 
Was ſhort, he came, he ſaw, he conquer d. 
Swift flies, like Thought, the ſubtle Shaft of Love ; 
At once my Eye, at once my Soul was charm'd: 
There fix'd he grows, ne'er to be thence remov'd — 
Now ſay, if e er thy Breaſt was touch'd by Love, 


That I deſerve thy Pity. 


Cle. Alas, I feel the Throbbings of thy Heart; 
Affection forc'd, were to diſtend the Mind 
Upon the ling'ring Rack, ſevereſt Torture. 

Ari. It ſhall not be, to Death Love will reſiſt : 
Tho Friendſhip's Bond be ſtrong, and Duty's great, 
Tho' abſolute the Pow'r that rules the State, 

Yet Love's more mighty, and controuls my Fate. 

So pines the Turtle in the lonely Grove, 

Robb'd by the Spoiler of her mated Love. 

In vain the Doves of fineſt Plume and Voice, 

Court the poor Mourner to another Choice: 

From Spray to Spray, with drooping Wings ſhe flies, 
Bemoans her Fate, and ſolitary dies. 


The End-of the firſt ACT. 
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NITrTrOcRIS. PARAIA. 


Nit. UR Vows are heard, the Scene of Sor- 
row's chang'd, 

Grateful Viciſſitude! the Work of Heav'n! 

Bleſſings, when long enjoy d, paſs unobſerv'd. 

The Man who breathes uninterrupted Health, 

Knows not the Value of the Gem he wears. 

Joy, Grief ſucceeding, gives me double Pleaſure. 
Par. Oft Vave remark'd, when long deſcending 

Rains : Pons 

Have drench'd the Fields, and flooded all the Vales, 

The Spring grew ſick, and Nature ſeem'd to mourn : 

But when the Sun came ſmiling o er the Plain, 

His genial Heat reviv'd the dying Bloom ; 

Each Flow'r uprear'd itsdrooping Head, and breath'd 

The fragrant Odour forth: The feather'd Tribe 

Harmonious Conſort join, joyous ſalute 

His golden Levce ; Mother Earth's rejoyc'd. 

So, like the Sun, returning Joy revives 

The glowing Beauties which your Tears had drown'd. 

Again your Eyes their wonted Fire reſume, 

Your Voice, your Air, once more beſpeak you Queen. 

Theſe Sables, Grief's Memorial, put away; 

Like Angels, rob'd wich Light, all-glorious ſhine. _ 
Nit. Long were the Years which Sorrow meaſur'd 

For Grief hangs heavy on the Wings of Time. [ out, 

The poſting Minutes now ſhall faſter fly, 

My Son's return'd, and gives me all my Wiſh. 

No more ſhall Omar inſolent preſume 

With odious Courtſhip to affront my Heart, 

Preſume to menace me with impious Vows. 


No 


But this was ſomeching more, twas Viſion an Ente, 


The venerable Man thus ſpake prophetick, 


e Feſoſtris comes, her great Protector comes, 


But gladſome Tidings in his Face appear d; late, 
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No longer ſhall I hold a Liſe precarious : _ 

Seſoftris comes, of all my Wrongs Avenger. {Bleſſing ? 
Par. Say, whence the Notice of this long-wiſh'd 
Nit. Tis loud upon the Tongue of ſwift-wing'd 

And, if we may give Credit to a Dream, (Fame; 


Whilſt wrapt in Slumber, O the ſweet Repoſe ! 
A Youth, of Form divine, with Laurels crown'd, 
Betokening Conqueſt, to my Fancy's Eye 
Appear'd, bis Image there ſo ſtrong impreſs d, 
The lovely Obje&'s preſent to me {till : 
On humble Knee, which filial Dury bow'd, 
He hail'd me Mother, and beſpoke me Cakes. 
Fond with maternal Love, inflam'd I ran 
T' embrace my Son, but in my Tranſports val d. 
Par. May it prove real all. a 
Nit. Yer hear me further: 
Pleas d with Reflection, and all gay my Soul, 
With grateful Heart I to'ards the Altar preſs "6 - | 
My Off ring's humbly made, the Gods implor *- | 
That to my Vows they'd lend propitious Ear; 
When Heaven's Interpreter, the myſtick Prieſt, 
With learned Eye the Sacrifice inſpecting, 
Preſag'd me Happineſs, and promis d Pow'r, 
With Voice and Aſpe& both commanding Faith, 


Egypt once more ſhall ſee her Queen bear ""Y | 
F Fe or her the ſacred Nile ſhall low with Plenty. 


The Peoples Bleſſing, and the Tyrant's Bane. 
© Omar, thy Thread is ſpun—Thus clos'd his Speech. | 
And from my Sight with ſolemn Pace withdrew; {| 
When from the Temple's inmoſt Ifle appear d 

Old faithful Dion planted in my way. : 

Par. The Perſon by whoſe Hand you ſent the Prince 

The far-fam'd. Sword my Lord Pharnazes bore? 

Nit. The ſame ; 'twas dang'rous his Meſſage to re- 
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His very . gave Joy 0 1 r 

My raviſh'd Eyes with Pleaſure will o'erflow 

To Fo my Son, an Object more deſir d 

Than yon Bright Globe, that fills the World with 

Bleſſings. 

How will my.Ear be charm?d to hear him talk, 

Which never hear'd him, ſince with lipiog \ _ 

= He ſweetly gan to prattle and complain? 

'Y Majeſtick now methinks I ſee him tread, 

hom tott'ring I ſo oft with Fear beheld, 

The Infant Plant how ſhot up into Man! 

Bears he bis Father's front, and noble port, 

Think you my Soul will know him upon fight ? 

Forgive me Paraba my idle talk, 

O'erlock my follies in a Mother's fondneſs, 

To fce my Son in thought, tranſports my Soul. 
Par. The Raptures when in perſon he appears! | 
Nit. O twill he pleafure more than words can tell. 
Par. But ſee the Interrupter of our Joys 
Ni. If Prieſts 1 ſhall not — diſturb us. 


Euter Ouax, Nrrockis, ASH Minus, Guardic- 


Om. She ſeems well pleas d, but on a falſe foundation, 
How fleeting Woman's Joy, and how fallacious 4 
Tis but a cheerful flaſh, and ſtrait expires ( Afide. 
Madam, at length I ſee the Cloud dif) pers d, 
That us d t obſcure the luſtre of your Eyes. 

Nit. But will with thee return, thy baleful Breath 
Lire noiſom Vapours taints the wholſome Air. 
Our Spirit damps, and overcaſts the Day,, 
Thou once remov d, twould be for ever Sun-ſhine. 

Om. Omar it ſeems muſt ſtoop, if Truth's in Fame, 
Which ſpeaks Seſoſtris here, within our Walls, 
And that the Stripling means to ſhake our Throne. 
We learn beſides, the Prieſts to ſooth your Ear, 
„Witz infolence belyes the Voice of Heavn, 

1 1 of himſelf preſumes 3 ſpeak me Evil. me 
| t. 
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Nit. Dares Omar then from Heav'n expect a Bleſſing? | 

Omar, whoſe Courſe of Life runs foul with Guilt 

Which ſhould it ſcape unpuniſh'd might arraign, 

And call the Juſtice of the Gods in Queſtion. 
Om. The jugling Prieſt has made the Woman rave, 

I ſcorn the Wretch, his Thunder idly roars. 

But ſpeak the Traytor, Madam, I demand aA 

With whom your Eyes held Conference in the Temple; 7 

The foul mouth'd Broacher of theſe falſe Reports. F 
Nit. Ev at the Altar has his Fear ſet (dies. L. 

The Slave who to the Converſe of our Eye Fr 

Stood Witneſs, may explain our Speech, for me; 

My Soul diſdains to anſwer thy Demands, 

Til ſhe ſubmiſſive meanly learns to fear thee. 1 
om. Tho' hitherto our favour wild thee Mercy 
Nit. Tis baſely falſe, thy Fears preſerv'd me ſafe, 1 

Vengeance they ſhew'd thee, ſhouldſt thou dare to touch 

A Lite fo valu'd by my injur d People. 25 
Om. Let Caution rein thy folly- guided Tongue, 

Nor further urge a Prince upon whoſe Will 

Thy Breath depends, thou bold impetuous Railer. 
Nit. O haſte ye Gods my Son, Seſoftris fly, 

Thy Father to avenge, thy Mother to defend. 

Om. To reach his Ear, your Voice muſt hi igher rile, 

Were all my Foes at equal diſtance from me! 

O bleſs'd Condition! without Fears a Crown! 
Nit. Tyrant thou' lt prove the Vengeance of his Arm, 

What ſhall obſtruct the Juſtice of his Claim 2 

What bar the Stroak he levels at thy Head ? 
Om. His Death. ' = 
Nit. Impartial Juſtice guides the Hand of Hea n, 3 

A Shield for Innocence like his, it bears, ö 

Whilſt oer thy guilty Head its Thunder rolls. 
Om. Your doating Oracle moſt vainly dreams, 

Inſtru&s you but to prophecy Deceit: 

Thy Son is flain, and Omar lives to tell 1 
Nie. Thy Words, the falſe Suggeſtions of vain Hope, 

From — Tongues it * perchance find _ 

ut 
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But Truth it ſelf ſuſpected comes from thine, - 

Om. To prove him ſlain ſuch Witneſs ſhall appear, 
Thine Heart howe'cr reluctant will believe him, 
'The valiant Youth by whoſe brave Sword he fell. 

Nit. Suſpicious ſhall I hold whate'cr comes from thee, 
And to th' avenging Gods my Cauſe I truſt. 

Exeunt Nitocris and Paraba. 

Om. So fond her Soul, ſo ſtrong the Mother's in her, 
She cannot bear ſuch tidings of her Boy, 
She ſhall have Proof convincing of his Death; 
Once more my Son the Combat ſhall diſplay, 
She'll trembling feel the Terror of his Arm, 
Deſcending fatal with reſiſtleſs Blows, 
His wreaking Sword ſhall brandiſh in her Eye, 
And her Sæſoſtris fore her Face expire. 2 
His venom'd Words ſhall! wind into her Heart, 
As thro” the Veins a chilling Poiſon creeps, Ss 
And freeze her dead— *rwill ſave my Hand a Labobr-- 
Give Order Menes that the Prince attend | Ex. Menes. 
Hah! what means the ſpeed that brings old Phanes ? 
His Look too ſpeaks Concern, unwelcome Errand— 


[ Ext. Phanes. 
SCENE ili. 


OMAR, Pranrs, Guards. 


Pha. My Duty brings me to inform you, Sir, 
That ſome ſeditious Spirits rais'd, aſperſe 
With ſlanderous Tongues the Face of Majeſty, 
With Falſehood taxing him they ſhould revere, 
Maintaining boldly that Seſeſtris lives, | 
And far and wide poſſeſs the giddy vulgar. _ 

Om. Speak the rebellious Mover of this Riot. 

Pha. Seditious Dion firſt inflam'd the Crowd, 
By ſpecious fair pretence and popular arts 


He work d his way, and ſpeech'd em into Treaſon; 
Vaunting his high Deſcent and loyal Blood, 


Proclaims Sſoftris: as his Royal Maſter, 


And trumpets forth his Vertues to the People. 
This Morn he in ch Begg was obſery'd, 
| * da 
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And paid diſtinguiſt'd Rev” rence to the Queen: 
On. Breaths then the Villain ſtil! ? 
Pha. But ort my Lord, 

Miſchief when done ſpeaks Caution to its Author, 

The Danger threatning o'er his Head he faw, 

Knows the Reward a Traitor's Tongue deſerves, 

And to Concealment cloſe for ſafety flies, 

But ſoon quick-ſcented Search ſhall wind his Track. 

Om. Lite of an Hour's ſpace for ſuch a Wretch _ 

But on the Wheel expir'd, were time roo long. 

Sedition is a Weed of ſudden Growth, 

Once planted ſhoots into a { preading Head. | 
Pha. But this ſhall whither e er its Root be fix d. 

0m. Who knows th Effects of popular Diſcontent! 

Th' unthinking Multitude, a murmuring Swarm 
Dra vn from their Hive provok'd, their Stings dart forth 

On Yhomſoe er they but ſurmiſe offends * em: 

Our ſelf may not eſcape their kindled Fury. 

- Pha, Th Incendiary ſecur'd, ſhall make us ſafe, 

Compell'd he ſhall declare his bold Abettors, 

And pain inforce him to unſay his Words. | 
Om. Phanes, the Reins of State are in thy Hands, 
T0 * ſhe * for Safety in the Guidance. TY, 

| Ener Seſoſtris. 

SCENE IV. - . 


OMAR, SESOSTRISs, PRAN RES, Guards. 
My Son, thy Preſence anſwers to our With, 
The State's Occaſion calls for thy Aſſiſtance. 7 

S$/. Eternal Honour waits the glorious Youth, 
Whoſe Life's devoted to his Country's Good, 
Inſtruct my Duty to diſcharge her part. 

Om. Falſe is the Mirrour Majeſty ns -: 0 
Fair it reflects, gives Beauties that we want, Hh 
With pleaſing Flatt ry ill deludes our Eye, 
An Hour's ſcarce run, ſince high in Glory ie, * 

My ſelf I vie w d, in Power more t = 
My Throne I ſaid, ſhall be fer ever fix'd, 
And bid: Defiance to the Arm of Fate 5 eth 

Op falſe Foundations Man erects his Bi. - My 


Nau in Deu ſe. 29 

My View but new ſo fair's deluſive found, 

And Danger gath'ring riſes to my Sight, 

When Cenſure dwells upon the Peoples Tongue, 
Treaſon ſits brooding, and the Slave who dares 
But once preſume to queſtion with Our Word, 

Soon will diſpute Our Power. 

Seſ. Your Words alarm me, Sir. 
On. Why, Son, we learn that ſome infe&ious Breath, - 
Sedition's Plague amongſt the People ſpreads, 
Who mad with Venom from their bliſter'd Tongues 
Fling matter of Abuſe upon our ſelf, | 


In Speech milgovern'd, Terms of rank Reproach, 


Aſſerting boldly that Sſoſtris lives, 
And lives to reign their Sovereign wiſh'd-for Lord: 
This too the Queen avows unto our Face. 
Seſ. And wherefore holds back Chaſtiſement her Rod? 
Permit me, Sit to draw your Legions forth, 
Soon ſhall we teach the Slaves becoming Language. 
Om. We mean at firſt the gentle Rein to try, 


With ſtroaking Hand to ſooth th' unruly Bealt, 


For once we'll ſtoop to parly with our Vaſſals; 
The Queen convinc'd might ſtand us much in ſtead, 


From her a Word would talk em into Reaſon 


We'll have it ſo, be it your care my Son, 

To give her Proof convincing, and fo full, 
That her belov'd Sſoftris is no more, 

She may no longer cheat her ſelf with Hope. 

Sj. To boaſt my Conqueſt, Honour Sir forbids, 
Baſe and inglorious o'er a Woman triumph; 
Command me forth againſt the Rebel-Foe, 

A Trumpet's Voice hall ſound it in their Ear, 

And my good Sword maintain it: But (pare me, Sir, 

Degrade not thus a Prince to Office vile, 

Of giving Torture to the hapleſs Mother 

In the diſtreſstal Story of her Son. 

Om. Dares then the Boy diſpute when I command! 
Phanes, inſtru him better in his Duty, _ 
Whilſt we our ſelf will haſt to ſend the Queen. Liam. 
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S Imperious Villain ! Paſſion will have way, 


My Sword ſhall ſtreight his Inſolence chaſtiſe, 


Shall give me dear Revenge tho Death enſue— 


[ going out Sword in Hand, Pha. holds lu. 


Mean you then Phanes to oppoſe your Prince? 
Pha. Sir, on a Precipice J guard your Steps; 

O, Sir, reſtrain theſe Sallies of your Youth, 

Let not wild Paſſion in a ſudden Guſt 


Our well laid Scheme ſubvert, now our Deſign 


Gives promiſe fair of proſp'rous Event. 
Seſ. All, all my Patience is exhauſted Phanes, 


And I no more the Counterfeit can play. 


Pha, Bear with your Part till the approach of Night, 


When as the Tyrant means to wed wy Daughter. 


* Forbid ſuch Contract Heav'n! what means * 


Friend? 

Pha. In this, He but advane our Deſign, 

Seſ. Blaſt all Deſigns that rob me of my Love, 
If ſuch the Terms I ſtraight renounce the Crown. 

Pha. Sir you prevent my Speech— 

Sf. Why tell me, Phanes, 
Can oughr compenſate for the loſs of her ? 

Pha. I mean it not. 

Seſ. Proceed then at your Pleaſure. 

Pha. The ſacred Temple is the choſen Place, 


The Gods appoint to puniſh Omar's Crimes. 


The Prieſts with us combin'd, have there conceal'd 


A Band ſelect of Friends, and at their Head 
Dion, ſtill faithful, found to lead em on: 
There whilſt the T yrant leaſt aware of Danger, 
His Soul no thoughts admitting but of Joy, 
In State appears to tye the ſolemn Knor, 

He finds himſelf in other Bands ſecur d. 


Seſ. The preſent Fears which now poſſeſs him all, 


May for a while divert his thoughts from Love, 
Said I from Love! That pure and Heav'nly Gueſt 
Never inhabits an Abode ſo foul, 

But chilling Fear may cool his heat of Blood, 


Our favouring Minute this, delay brings *. | 
y Timc 
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Time to Conſpiracy is ſtill a Foe, 
T” aſſail the Tyrant now unman d by Fear: 
The Blow with eaſe is giv'n. 

Pha. But ſcarcely ſafe; 
The Tyger's Blood's dear bought, whoſe purchaſe coſt 
The Life of the brave Man who flew the Beaſt ; 
The Tyrant's Fall compleats bur half our Wiſh, 
Seſoſtris, Sir, mult reign to make us bleſt, 
Might my Advice- | 
Seſ. I dare not ſee the Queen. 
Pha. Not to comply, tho' his Commandsare harſh, 
Makes fruſtrate all our Hopes, the Tyrant fierce, 
When once reſolvꝰd unmov'd, but ill would brook 
To ſee his Will onpos d. Oh! to what height 
His ſtormy Soul With Diſappointment ſwell'd, 
Might bear inrag'd Reſentment! Tour Life, my Lord 
But Safety and the Queen will come together. 
Se. Hard is the Duty which my Friend requires, 
Hard to divert the Current of the Mind ; 
Of ſofteſt Mold has Nature form'd my Heart, 
Each plaintive Sigh will deep Impreſſion make, 
But ſhou'd ſhe wee p, my ſympathizing Soul 
Her Grief will ſhow in Tears, and they'll betray me. 
Pha. Tis what my Fears ſuggeſt, yet, Sir, refle&, 
Compaſſion now will out of Seaſon flow, 
But ſeeming cruel, you'll be truly kind, _ 
O ſteel your Breaſt; fatal's the Voice of Pity. 
Seſ. What can a Son 2 —.— 
Pha. To ſave the Mother, 
Forget to be a Son, with threatning Eye 
Lock Murder, and like Omar's ſtern your Voice, 
With Art thy Story frame to win her Faith, 
Fiction in Colours ſo like Truth diſguiſe 
That undiſtinguiſh'd ſhe believe it Truth: 
 Sefoſtris bleeding to her view preſent, 
Show him with Head declin'd and Viſage wan, 
 Recount to her his Wounds, and how he fell; 
Thy Death by her beliey'd, thy Life preſerves: 


Let 


32 SESOSTRTIS:. Or, 
Let Caution guard each Action and each Word ; 
For Agent Spies may note em Heark. Some One 
It is the Queen, and hither bend her Steps: 
*T were proper that you meet her here alone. E Pla. 
_ Sf. Fatal I fear this Interview will prove, 
Whence tremble thus my Limbs ? why flag my Spirits? ? 
My Tongue will faulter varniſhing the Falſehood, 
My tender Eye will diſavow the Tale —— _ 
Yet grant diſſembling Artifice prevails, 
She thinks me ſlain, can I'unmov'd behold | _ 
Her flowing Tears, whilſt ſhe my Fate deplores, 
See her by Paſſion torn, and wrung with Grief, L 
Forc'd on the Rack by me, me monſtrous Son! 
In Formia Man with. Heart as Stone obdurate—— 
On Peril of my Life I muſt avoid her ; —— | 
It is too late, O Gods, my Mother comes! 
But to. behold her were to move Compaſſion, 
Such looks might ſoften th Adamantine Heart; 
Relentleſs Tyrant! yet ev'n J muſt ſtrive, 
By other Motives led to act the Tyrant too 
This once my Soul ſuppreſs each tender Paſſion, 
And yield Diſcretion Rule — — How ſhall 1 Ir r 1 


SCENE V. 
Nirockis, SESOSTRIS, Mxrnes. 


Wie. This State of Doubt, how racking to the Mind 
I hold it better once to be refolv'd 
And know the worſt, than feel it in my Fears 
Produce me ſtraight th Explainer of my — 1 
My Soul impatient waits for the Solution. 
Me. Demand it Madam of that Princely Stranger 
Ni. So young a Murd' rer! but he's Omar 's F riend. 
Sir, I'm inform'd from you JI may expect 


LY 
n 8 — 1 — A. 


Important Tidings which concern-my Son (T 0 . 
Sf. Madam = * 
Nit. Speak free, to hear the worſt I Rand prepar'd, d, 

bh declare, ow fares it with the ä 4 


My 
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My Son Seſoftris ? Muſt we weep or ſmile? 
S-ſ. Ever diſpleaſing wiil the Bearer be 
Charg'd with a Tale of Sorrow; then ſpare, O Queen, 
My unwilling Tongue, and gueſs th' unwelcomeErrand. 
Nit. Aſham'd to ſay he's dead, yet dare to kill him! 
Could'ſt thou conſent to act ſo black a Crime? 
Thy Look, thy Voice, both ſhould beſpeak thee guiltleſs. 
S:ſ. Fain would I not increaſe thy load of Grief, 


* Submit with Patience, and inquire no more. 


VMi. Evade no more my Queſtion, ſpeak direct, 
_# Say, lives my Son, or is Seſoſtris dead? | 
Se. Since thus compell'd, let this make Anſwer for me; 
This Trophy of my Conqueſt, [Giving his Sword. 
4 Nit. O, all ye Gods! WON | 
it is the ſame, the Sword I ſent my Son, 
wear in my Defence, and his own Honour: 
© fatal preſent: how did I fondly hope, 
ou'dſt give me glorious Proof Seſoſtris liv'd, | 
en thou, O killing Sight Bis Death confirm'ſt! 
* | IIe the Sword drop. 
Where now are fled my long expected Joys, . 
My hopes of Glory, and my promis'd Biiſs ? 
SZ The Path to Happineſs I had 'mark'd out, 
And thou my Son was to. have led the way; 
O my Seſoftris ! O my onely Son! 
In thee Lad treaſur'd up my hoard of Bliſs : 
Of thee bereav'd, now am I poor indeed ; 
Wao now ſhall free me from the Tyrant's Pow'r, 
Save me from Violence now thou art gone? 
Omar's Deriſion, and a mark of Scorn: 
Of Comfort, O my Soul, then think no more; 
Come lead me where his tender Body lies, : 
That with my Tears I may waſh clean his Wounds, 
Embrace his breathleſs Coarſe, and die beſide him, 
2 . 5 
Seſ. My Heart will burſt to ſee her longer thus (aide, 
O Queen, my Preſence but augments thy Woe; 
The Cauſe remov'd, may give thee ſome Relief {going, 
Ni. Yet cer thou A O Youth of ſavage * : 
| or 


. 
— 
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For once be gentle, lend your Arm of Pity, 
Draw ſtraight the Sword, (ſevere Remembrancer) 
Peirce quick my Breaſt, which heaves to meet the Point, 
And eaſe me of the Pain it gives my Heart. 

Se. Her Words go thro me, horrible Requeſt! 
could I'concetve I ſhould deny her ought! {\ 4/ide. ' 

Nit. Nay turn not from me, yield unto my Prayer; | 
Delay not, Sir, to give the healing Blow, 
But kindly ſend the Mother to the Son. 

Sf. The Pain is tool intenſe, and I. muſt yield. [Afi ? 

Nit. What, fluſh'd with Blood, and yet afraid ro > Kill? k 
I am miſta'en, his Nature's ſtill 'the ſame, | 
Hie barbarous knows tis Mercy now to kill; 
And in forbearance, Cruelty does ſhew. _ 

Sf. My anguiſh'dSoul will finkbeneath the T orturez 
She ſhall have eaſe, for I can bear no more 


O my Heart! Menes withdraw, [Exit Menes. | 
Madam behold——/ Kneeling) [Ener Phanes. | 
Pha. This Inſtant, Sir, the King requires your Preſence. | 


Seſ. One Moment pare me, bur one tender Word. 
Pha. My Orders are expreſs to lead you to him. 
Seſ. Ocruel Phanes, you deſtroy myMother | going out 
Nirockris ſola. © 

| Nit. 1s Death: a Boon too great for me to ask! 

| To eaſe my Heart aſſiſt me then Revenge, 
Thou ready Friend to Injuries and Wrongs. 
O when when he truſted to my Hand the Sword, 
As Juſtice arm d, I ſhould how us'd my Pow'r r; 
Him guilty puniſh'd, ſtruck the Villain dead: 
But Grief had ta'en Poſſeſſion of my Heart, 
Whilſt all its other nobler Paſſions flept—— (2... 
I know not by what Art he charm'd my Soul, 
That at his Sight, I ſtiffen'd not with Horror; 
That Anger roſe not when his Guilr —_ 
To fire my Breaſt and ſtimulate its Rage: | 
Forgive me Son, tho my Revenge be flow, mY 


The Current ſtopt 2 while does ſtronger flow wr: 
"Ui Dearh' - decreed t* appeaſe thy Shade below. f 
* the Second A er, eo 
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Short time ſhall ſtop the Current of her Tears; 
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Sel. \ N 7 Wretch fo abject that could tamely 


Th' — weight of Wrongs I feel, impos d 
By Baſeneſs rais d to Power? Cloath'd with my Honors, 


The Crown my Father wore, he calls his own ; _ F 


Which to ſecure, my Mother ſhe mult bleed: | 
Still more injurious, deeper {till to wound, © 
He now invades a dearer Right, my 3 N 


Can I be longer calm, and ſee my Wrongs? 


But cis to Phanes that he owes. his Life N 
He's here, and ſcarce can I refrain from cine —, 
Enter PH AN E S. 

Pha. My Mind impatient, Sir, reqnalls to know 
The iſſue of your Conference with the Queen, 
The King's approach prevented all indie 

Seſ. Phanes, my Tongue has ſtruck a Dagger in her. 

Pha-MyFears conceiv'd.you'd find her hard of Faith, 
Unwilling to believe th unwelcom News. 

Se. My Words at firſt yet doubring ſhe receiv'd ; 
But when the Sword appear d, it flaſh'd with Tercor, 
Fatal as when the dreadful Shield of Palas : 
With dire Diſmay confounded mortal Eye. 
Agaſt awhile, ſhe ſtood as Marble ſpeechleſs, 
No longer doubted if her Son were ſlain, _ 
Streaming with Tears her Eyes too ſadly ſpoke, 
The Pain ſhe felt within, forgive me Heav'n! 
If. Grief can murder I have ſlain my Mother. 

Pha. Your Conduct Sir, preſerves your ſelf, and her, 
Our Hopes grow — ſtronger; twere prudent, Sir, 


Srill to be near the King, twill gain upon him, 
E 2 Keep 
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36 SESOSTRIS: Or, 

Keep far off Suſpicion; nor muſt I ſeem | 

To ſhare too much your Favour, and yet e'er Night 
With open Voice I'll hail Seſoſtris King. 

Whilſt you to Omar, Sir, Ill haſte the wiſh'd-for Hour. 


Sf. May it be ſudden, or it comes too late. 
; [ Exeunt ſeveral. 


SCENE II. 


e CLEANTHE, 


tris As Infants yoid of Thought, we blindly 40, 
And in our Wiſhes ſeek out our own ill, 
With what fond Longings heav'd my panting Breaſt, 
But to behold the Object of my Love? 
My Wiſh obtain'd, me more unhappy makes, 
Alas my Friend ! my Days are doom'd to Sorrow. 
Ck. O ſay ye awful Rulers of the World, 
Why proſpers Vice, why Vertue meets Misfortune! 2 
What new Diſquiet now diſtracts thy Peace? 
Ari. I've ſeen the lovely Youth, FA me! 1 fear 


To my undoing ſeen him. 


Cle. He's not averſe to Love. | 
Ari. O he is all a Virgin's Heart could wiſh! 


Yet Wiſhes here are criminal and vain : ; 


Baſe- born, his Blood corrupt. 


Cle. What mean thy Words ? 

Ari. The Tyrant calls him Son, accurſed Birth! 

Cle. Deſcent ſhould never from Deſert detract, 
His Vertues are his own, from Heav'n deriv'd; 
But Strangers we to Nature's ſecret Laws, 
Her Ways are various, and to us unknown. 


When hidden Qualities we would explore, 
© Dark are our Reaſonings, and our Search obſcure, 


The Prince and Omar view with equal Eye; 

But ſmall Reſemblance in their Form appears, 

Their Minds compare, how oppoſite their B 29 
Ari. Forbear, my Friend, to plead: in his Behalf, 


No Advocate he needs who! has our +96 HR e 


But ſhall it yield to one of Tyrant Race? 


On 
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On that yy think, and if I can, will hate him 
Yet wherefore hate the Youth that wrongs not me, - 
Enough is done, my Heart, if you forget him 5 
How ! to forget what always filis my thoughts ! 
Paſſion prevails, and over Reaſon rules 
Thy Godhead Love I own, thy Pow'r confeſs, 
Which all · victorious mocks my beſt Reſolves, 

In Angel-form appears this Tyrant-born, 
Where'er I go, I meet him in my Paths, 

And in my Dreams am kinder to him ſtill ; — 

He's only faulty, that he's Omar's Son. | 

Cle. Misfortune call it, name it not a Crime. 

Ari. Yet ſhould my Father diſapprove my Paſſion, 
How warm Debate would Love and Duty raiſe! 

But we'll retire, for O Cleanthe ! know, 

Tho' dear his Perſon, yet I dread his Pow'r ; - 
Love bears the ſole Dominion oer my Heart, 
Inſpiring gentle Wiſhes, ſoft Deſire ; I 

Love in my Boſom lights up ſuch a Fire, 

As never will but with my Life expire. [ Exeunt. 

1 SCENE III. he of 

Nirockfs, PARA BA. 

Nit. Vain is the Confidence we place in Man! ; 
Wiſdom my Friend from my Experience learn ; + 
Beware the Tongues of Men, with cautious Ear 
Suck in their Words, which fall like Honey-Dcops, 
Sweet to the Senſe, but are replete with Poiſou— 

Could thought ſuſpe& (my Paraba) that they, 

The Rev'rend Seers, who till the ſacred Chair, 
Honour'd, and ſet apart for Rites Divine, 
Who come commiſſion'd from the Court of Heav'n 
To lead Mankind into the Ways of Vertue, 
Should act like thoſe who traffick with the World, 
And in their way deceive? The Prieſt, whoſe Lips 
With ſacred 'Fruth ſhould flow, by ſoothing Speech 
Form'd to delude, yet pleaſe, abus d my Faith, 
Save me to hope once more for pf i 
And ſpake Seſoſtris as my great Protector; —_ £ 
| 1 
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* 444% 


Whilſt he ,alaſspoorYouth! lies helpleſs rer 
And I in abject State am left to mourn - 
But what avail weak Tears, my Soul thirfts Blood ; 
Shall Crimes of deepeſt D ye, fhall Murder ſcape A Ty 


Par. Omar himſelf, tho he the Deed approve, © 
Well- pleas d might ſeem to make a Show of Julie, f 
And with th* Aſſaſſins Death oblige the Croud. 
Mit. To give me juſt Revenge, let him conſent, | 
| His former Crimes ſhall be forgiv' n all, 
| We'll ſound the Tyrant. (eue Omar. 
| SCENE IV. FO -H 

"Onan, Nrrockis, Pasz 3 
Om. This meet ing ſuits our purpoſe, Pl urge it home ; E 
If obſtinately mute eompulſive means, 
The Force of Fire ſhall ply her Tongue to Utt' rance. 
Nit. Omar thou haſt thy Wiſh, my Son's no more; ; 
Bur it Compaſſion ever rouch'd thy Breaſt, 
If Nature gives thee of thy Mother ought, - 
Extend thy Pity to a Queen forlorn, | 4 
Whoſe Sorrows heavy Weight, compells her thus 
To ſtoop an humble Saito for thy Favour. 
Om. Be ſure that thy Requeſt be well advis'd. 
Nit. Juſtice is all I crave, grant Life for Life; 


The Villain's Blood I ask who ſhed my Sons. 
Om. Can no Atonement leſs than Death ſuſſice? 


— Ni. Tis Death alone will ſatisfy my Soul; 

O let the Murd' rer die, and I'll forget 

Complaint; nor ſhall my Wrongs upbraid thee more: 
Om. By Ignorance miſled you ask amiſs, _ 

Know you the Worth of him whoſe Blood you ſeek? 
Nis. It is Worth! the Villain's Name ne'er reach d 
my Fr, 

Nor from what Race the Covi Monſter Springs 5 5 

* This only know I, he hath ſlain my Son. 

6 om. And muſt I therefore ſacrifice my own? e 

= | Nit. Your Son the Murd'rer of my Sſoftris!/ ? 

4 0m. In Combat vanquiſh'd your Se i, 

1 110 2 an enonrable: 2 — [£4] 
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wr this Right Arm ſhal give our * Redreſs: 
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Yet in .Comgfiitien of a Mother's Pain, 
From us this Token of our Favour take; 


From all Reſtrant your Perſon we diſcharge; | 
Within our Court, or elſewhere in our Realms, 


As likes you beſt, 'be free to make-Abode ; 


But theſe the Terms, that you Diſcov'ry make, 
Of the bold Rebel that diſtrubs our Peace : 


This Factious Dion, bring him forth to light, 
Dare but to mock our Will, thy Life's the Forfeit: 


One Hour 5 ſhort * we give thee for Reply: 

{ Exit. Omar. 

Ni. And was we, 3 thek wad our Neck 

Beneath the tread this of imperious Man? 
Creep like a Slave, and tremble at his Frown ? 
Shall Majeſty her State forget, and ſloop _ 
To ought but Heav'n! Look down ye e Gods, 
Behold my Wrongs, and pour your Vengeance down ; 


Point your (wifcLightnings'gainſt the curs 3 | 


And let yout Arm omnipotent be my Guard. 
Par. To Thebes, or Sais, hence let us away; 
Loyal in Heart ſtill in their Choice you reign, / 


It they th' Abettors of your Cauſe protect, 


And ſhield our Friends, what will. they not for you ? 
Nit. Tho' firm to us our People's Love remain, 
Oppreſſion's Iron-hand has broke their Power, 


With graſp. tenacious ſeiz'd their offer d Treaſure; 
Their Chiefs confind, or by the Sword cut off, 


And once their loſs in my Seſoftris known, 


(The Maſter- Root from whence their CourageSprings) 
The willing Spirit which in them appears, | 
Will ſudden vaniſh, and to ask their Aid, 


To us wete fruitleſs, ro our Friends deſtructire 
There is no way, ſince Heav'n with- holds its Thunder, 
And Earthly Pow r's too weak, we muſt ſubmit; 

Bur not alone we'll fall, we'll fall reveng'd : 

The Murd' rer ſhall not triumph in bis Guile; 

Still oer my Country Tave a Mother's Care, 


Par · 
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Par. 1-il-boding are the Fears your Words awake, 
Deſigns with Danger fraught your Mind conceives. - 
Nit. No Place ſhall hold him ſafe, no Pow'r protec 
„ | 
And for the Means—l have em in i my thoughts. 72 


e 
 Nirockis, ARIAS PE, PARABA. 


But ſee Ariaſpe opportunely comes, | 
My Soul perceives th' influence of her Preſence, 
More lightly moves, O the will aid my Cauſe, 
She too's concern d, and ſuffers in my Loſs. ¶ Eu. Ariaſye. 
Ari. To you, O Queen, I fly imploring help ; £5 
Lend me Advice, and ſave me by your PW Tr. 
Nit. Who could behold ſuchInnocence,and harm her! 
The wild Inbabitant that haunts the Wood, 
By Nature fierce would gently fawn on thee ; ; 
Sure none but Omar could ſuch Sweetneſs wrong. 
Ari. You ſpeak the Man, but tis his Love! dread, 
His Love to me, more cruel than his Hate; 
This Night compels me to his Bed a Bride. 
VM... And you would fly from his abhorr'd Embrace? 
Ari. Flies not the harmleſs Dove the Bird of Prey? 
Or couples with the dreaded Wolf the Lamb? 
Like your's, my Heart deteſts the Tyrant's Offer ; $2 
My Father too approv'd my juſt Diſdain, 
But chang d his Mind, on great Deſigns intent, 
His Power Paternal, now commands my Duty; 
T' attend the Tyrant at the Holy Altar. 
This cruel Meeting teach me to avoid; 
O ſhow the way, the fatal Hour draus hear. 
Nit. Thy Courage Summon to purſue my Steps; 
Together will we tread the Paths of Honour: 'Þ 
Defy the Tyrant, and contemn his Frown ; | 
Dare but to join with: me. E 5s 
Ari. Miſtruſt menot« | 
Lead on till Death obſtruct us in our War: Ty 
Ker that King of Terrors will I meet, ing 
l Rather 
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Rather chan this Mock-King on Terms of Love ; 
Speak gracious Queen, the Part that you aſſign me. 
Nit. How near unto my Heart Ariaſpe grows, 
My Love has ſhow'd, which choſe thee as my own, 
Meant to have mix et my Royal Blood with thine ; 
By Nuptial League betwixt my Son and thee : 
The pleaſing Proſpect fll'd my Soul with Pleaſure ; 
The 2 of Joy that open d to my view, _. 
Gave me nem Youth, and made me ſhare your Loves, 
But *cwas a Dream, and I awake to Sorrows 
My Son, on whoſe return my Hopes were built, 
By curſed Hand from me, from. Life's cut off; 
Thy Aid it is I ask for my Revenee, 
Shou d my Arm fail to reach the Murderet's Heart, 
Be thine prepar'd to lend a ſecond Blow. [ gives a Dagger 
Ari. Point me the Villain, and my Friendſhip Prove. 
Nit. It is the Tyrant > Tn | 
Ari. The Tyrant's Son! | drops the Dagger. 
What do I hear! [ade] Say you the Son of Omar? 
Nit. The ſame, and he himſelf avows the Fact. 
Ari. Or it had gain'd no Credit, for who could 
* charge 
With Crimes a Front like his, where Guilt looks lovely, 
But *tis his Blood you ſeek. 
Nit. Juſtice demands it: | 
The Voice of Nature prompts me to Revenge, | 
And Love ſhould dictate to your Heart the ſame. 
Ari. Alas ſhe knows not how it burns for him! C 2/ide: 
Nit. Your Sighs declare that Reſolution ſtaggers ; 
And well I know thy tenderneſs of Soul: 
To draw the Sword it Courage therefore fail, 
A ſlighter Favour then ſhall give Content; 
Be 1t your Care to lead him here ro Slaughter, 
And leave the Stroke of Juſtice to my Hand. 
Ari. O Queen, refle& before you give the Blow, 
What dire Effects from ſuch raſh Act may follow, 
Leſt when tis paſt, Repentance come too late. 


What ſhall I ay to ſave him! [4fde. 
1 F W Nit. 
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Nit. She ſeems concern'd. | [Afide. 
No more your Reaſons, or your wiſe Advice, 
Your Words awake Suſpicion in my Breaſt ; 

On thee no longer will my Faith rely, 

Thy Promiſe I give up; but O beware, 

You looſe your Tongue to give my Secret vent, 

My vow'd Revenge ſhould Diſappointment meet, 

1 hold you as the Cauſe, as one combin'd | 
With bloody Omar, and his Son againſt me ; 

Thy Father too ſhou'd ſmart beneath my Fury, 
'Think on't whilſt I the ravenous Beaſt purſue, 

That tears from me my Young. Exit. Nit. 

Ari. Grief hurts her Brain, 3 
Aſſiſt me quick Invention to preſerve, be 
The Youth my Soul holds dear, Ill venture all—— 
Her Rage impetuous gives no time for thought, 
When high the Storm, tis time to ſeek for Shelter, 

N. 1 | Running off.] | Ent. Seſ. 

Sſ See like the timorous Deer at Sight of Man, 
She flies, ſurpriz d at my Aproach ſhe flies; 

O ſtay my Faireſt, bleſs me with thy Preſence, 
N here, no Monſter haunts theſe Walks, 
Thou hearſt the Voice of Honour and of Love, 

8 * Ari. returns. 

Ari. Not from, but tow'rds you, Sir, I meant my 

Flight. n 05 

Sej. Truſt me, I fear d my Perſon gave Offence, 


I find my ſelf then happy by miſtake: 
But ſpeak Ariaſpe freely thy Commands, 
Hy Heart ſhall ſhew its dutiful Obedience. 

Ari. Concern and Pity for the Son of Omar, 
Gave Wings unto my Feet, t' acquaint your Ear, 
With Matters which Afﬀe& your Princely Perſon. 

Seſ. Tis to be bleſt, whilſt worthy of thy Care. 

Ari. What asks diſpatch admits not of a Preface; 
Each Moment, Sir, you hold your Life precarious. 

Se/, O haſte to ſay from whence the Danger comes, 
Ho ſpun the Thread on which depends my Fate. 


Ari. 
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Ari. You'd ſcarce ſuſpect, my Lord, the Widow'd 
Queen ? 
Sf. Danger from her! Pharnazes 2 Queen [ 
Alas the helpleſs Woman, vain Atte 
Ari. Deſpiſe not, Sir, the Weakneſs of hs Sex, 
Inflam'd by fierce Revenge, ſhe out- dares Man, 
Knows not to fear; within her Boſom wears 
The pointed Steel; and in unguarded Hour, 
Tho Fo her Arm, ſhe may ſurprize your Strength, 
Youth ſuffers oft in Confidence of Manhood. 
Sſ. She moves my Pity, but ſhe gives no Fear. 
Ari. O too incredulous, and of Life neglectful, 
I only wiſh thee to preſerve thy ſelf: 
Farewell my Lord, but think upon my Caution. [ Going, | 
Sf. Yet ſtay, kind Maid, my Heart would plead 
its Cauſe. 
Ari. Of Self-denial how ſevere a Proof! 
I dare not hear him. [ 4/fide.] Let my Words prevail, 
Prevent Revenge by keeping watchful Guard, . 
Howe'er remiſs he prove, FU cloſe obſerve her. | Exe. Ari 
Seſ. So ſudden gone ! yet feems to mean me well— 
Now let me think Death by a Mother's Hand! — 
Phanec, behold th' Effect of Advice, 
Too far thy Counſel o'er my Youth prevail'd, 
Thro' me my Mother wanders in Miltake, 
Fatal I fear this Labyrinth of Error, 
With Grief bewilder'd, in the Maze ſhe's loſt, 
No Counterfeit in me her Eye diſcerns 
*Tis F ancy gives us Pleaſure, gives us Pain, 
And Heav'n and Hell are ſeated in the Mind—— 
Granted the Tyrant fale, and in his room 
The vacant Throne I fill; O {ill Content 
A Stranger here would be, to me depriy'd. 
The Bleſſings of that Life, which gave me mine 
Her Life cut off by Grief, Grief caus'd by me. 
Imperial State, how bounded i is thy Pow r! 
What could ſt thou give me for a Life ſo dear ? 
Thy Dictates Nature then will I obey, _ L 1 
A Mother 5 Sony ſhall Led Care * + 6 I 
. 
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Tu ſtreight reveal my ſelf, and give her Eaſe, © + 
But for the means moſt proper. ¶ In thoughtful Poſture, 
F | 
SESOSTRIS, NitocRIS arm'd, ARIASPE behind her. 
Mit. Thus far I'm Right, DOES 
It happens to my Wiſh, he's here alone ; 
This once Revenge ſupport my Reſolutton—— 
I'll ſteal upon Him. 
Ari. She makes me tremble. 
Nit. One Blow may reach his Heart | draws the Dagger 
Ari. Aſſiſt me Vertue, help me Love. Wo 
| | Ext. Om. Pha. Guards. 
Nit. This for Sſoſtris's ſake | 
| attempting to ſtrike, Ari. diſarms her. 
Om. Amazemem, Daggers! haſte we to Aſſiſtance. 
Heroick Action! ſee diſarm'd the Fury. 
_ S&f. OHeavns! O Horror! *rwas my Mother's Arm, 
Dangerous Miſtake ' . | 
Nit, Perfidious Maid. 3 a | 
Om. Exalted Goodneſs, but accurſed Thou ſ to Nit. 
What wild Diſtraction thus provokes thy Hand | 
Dareſt thou to wound me in a part ſo tender? 
Nit. If Omar's Heart thus ſenſible is grown, 
When Danger's only threatn'd to his Son; 
How ſorely then ſhall I abide the loſs 
Of all my Children, Tyrant, ſlain by thee ? 
Be thou the Judge, and dread the Doom that waits thee, 
Tremble to think how far my Spirit dares : | 
Whilſt Life remains, Revenge ſhall cloſe purſue thee ; 
When dead, my Ghoſt diſturb'd, ſhall riſe with Terror, 
With horrid ghaſtly Forms diſtract thy Slumbers ; 
Thy Senſe confound, whilſt all diſſolv'd with Fear, 
* Thy Crimes ſhall riſe to view and blaſt thy Soul. 
Om. Frantick ſhe raves to ſee Revenge defeated : 
Phanes thou ſaw'ſt her Guilt, the Ponyard drawn, 
Her Arm uprear'd, and the deſcending Blow : 
Without delay ſome Puniſhment deviſe, 
To match her Crime, be exquiſitely cruel ; , 
To you leave the manner of her Death; But 


: 
4 
2 
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But ſee it certain. 
Nit. The Tyrant trembles ſtill; 

With Horror Death appears to guilty Souls, 


Thoꝰ but in Fancy drawn. 5 
Om. Hence from our Preſence with this hateful 


Object, | | 
See ſhe no more diſturb us. 7h 
Pha. Madam my Orders. [ Laying hold of her. 


Nit. Phanes lead on, I'll welcome Death my Friend, 
Who wafts my Soul to Regions of the bleſt ; 
The happy Country where eternal Reſt 
With Joy fits crown'd, and Sorrow finds no room ; 


Jo that fair place no curſed Tyrants come: 


'Then I no more ſhall teel the Weight of Care, 
No longer know the Torture of Deſpair, 


But with Se/oftris reign for ever there. 


SSISASSSSSISSSHOSSSSSSSSSS 
ACT IV. SCENE I. 
SxSOSTRIS. 


OW vaſt my Debt to Heav'n, whoſe Providence 
By means unſearchable protects my Life! 
Whoſe was the Hand, O Gods, that threaten'd Death! 
Whoſe was the Hand, O Gods, that ſav'd me from it! 
Then what reſtrain'd the Tyrant in his Wrath, 
Whoſe Soul in Blood and Cruelty delights, 


From giving up the Queen to inſtant Death! — 
Let fears my Heart, leſt Grief in the extreme 


Force her the Laws of Nature to invert,  _Þ 


And with her own Hand cut the Thread of Life; 


F'll ſeek her out, and ſafe her from herſelf. 


dn SCENE 


or, 


6 J \ 1 . 
SCENE II. 
Omar, SESOSTR 1S, Guards. 
Om. So deep in thought! ! lurks there ſtill further 
Danger? 
S My — Deliverance, Sir, employ 4 my Mind, 
Widener was the Bleſſing, marvellous th Eſcape. 
Om. But ſay my Son, what bring ſt thou of the Queen? 
Has Phanes by her Death thy Life ſecur d? 
H. Wherher your Orders are obey'd my Lord 
But Phanes comes, his Anſwer ſolves our Doubts. 
Euter Phanes. 
om. Well truſty Friend, the def p tate Queen* s no more, 
How did her Soul receive the fatal Stroke? 
Pha. Forgive me, Sir, if once I diſobey'd 
Your Royal Orders. 
Om. Not executed, Phanes ? 
Pha. A while, my Lord, I ſtaid to ſound your Mind; 
When Paſſions ſudden Flood ſhould ſink away, 
Your calmer Reaſon might perhaps incline 
To ſpare her Life. 
Om. How)! ſhall the Fury lire? 
Live to purſue, perchance 8 the Blow ? 
While Life remains ſhe'll meditate Revenge. 
Pha. Impotent is Rage, and Perfidy but vain, 
When juſt Suſpicion marks the Breaſt they re lodg'd in: 
Tis own'd, fo bold Attempt, an Act ſo raſh, 
'Declares her Soul embitter'd with Revenge 3 5 
But fince her Meaning's by her Deed's explain'd, 
Her daring Hand. ſhall be difarm'd of Death, 
We'll fruſtrate all Deſigns that Rage may form. 
Om. Yet in her Death I hold us more ſecure. 
Pha. Her Life, my Lord, will benefit us more; 
When leagu 4 Confpiracy, and Civil Brotls _ 
(Which thro' your Courſe of Rule) have oft diſturb'd 
The Kingdom's Peace, caus'd Majeſty to ſhake, 
The Pro of the Queen ſtood your Support ; 
Leſt cruſh d ſhe fell beneath your pond' rous Ruins, 
nk er now conſuming. Flames had laid in ___ Tho 
15 
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This beauteous Pile, had not the biggot - People 
Eſteem'd it ſacred, whilſt ic held the Queen: 
Let ſhould your Wiſdom find it meet the die, 
Expedient firſt it ſeems to quell the Rage, ; 
To {till the preſent Clamonrs of the Crowd; 
Diſcover firſt Rebellion's Hydra head. 
Then undiſturb'd by Fears, purſue at Pleaſure 
The ſettled purpoſe of your Royal Will. we: 
Om. Phanes our (elf, and Son are in thy Hands; 
Conſider of what bigh Import the Truſt. | 
Pha. 1 OP my Lite, my gracious Lord, to keep 
| My [Exit Phanes. 
Seſ. The Heav'nly Sight! 0 gently heave my Breaſt, 
And if thou canſt, my buſie Heart lie ſtill. | 
l (Leing Ariaſpe,] { She enters. 
om. O let me fly, and hold in dear Embrace 
Th heroick Maid, my fair engaging Friend. 
How had this joyous Day been overcaſt | 
With Mournings Cloud, had not thy loving Cate: = 
Thy timely Courage, interpos'd to chear us! 
For ſuch thy Care, ſuch Goodneſs to us fhown, 
Een Royal Pow'r might in Returns fall ſhort ; 
Son, as beſeemes thee, thank thy fair Deliverer, 
Whilſt we give Orders for our Nuptial Rites ; 
| The Crown beſtow'd, but meanly pays thy Merit. 
[ Exit Omar, r. 
Seſ. How to approach thee, my preſerving Angel, 
Whom Heavn all- gracious, as my Guardian ſends ; 
More grateful Senſe my Soul in ſecret bears, 
Of favour thus unmerited by me, 
Than lies within the Pow'r of Words to reach. 
O kind Ariaſpe, thou haſt giv 'n me Life, 
With Pleaſure will I wear it out to ſerve thee. 
Yet ſay, Celeſtial Maid, what F ellow-Angel - 
To thee gave Warning of my threaten'd' Danger. 
Ari, The Queen, who to my Breaſt commits — 
Thoughts, 
Buy whoſe 3 Promiſe to me mad, *- 
Seſeftris, as my Lord, was in my Claim, Had 
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Had not, raſh Youth, your Hand bereav'd us of him. 
The Queen herſelf confiding in my Faith, 
Aſſiſtance ſeeking from my friendly Hand, 
Without Reſerve declar'd her dread Reſolves. 
Struck with Abhorrence, and by Pity mov'd 
For thee, through Friendſhip's ſacred Laws I broke, 
For thee betray d my Miſtreſs and my Friend. 
Sf. Sweet Gift of Nature, Tenderneſs of Heart, 
Thy Sex adorning, giving Beauty Charms, 
Wiſely has Omar made his Choice in thee, 
| Whoſe gratetul Breaſt ſuch ſoft Compaſſion fills, 
The Scepter he confers, and in Return, 
Thou for the Giver's ſake preſecy'ſt his Son. 
Ari. Had not my Soul by other Cauſe been moy'd, 
O moſt ſevere thy Fate! e en I my felf 
Had ſtood Aſſiſtant to the Queen's Revenge; 
Not Omar's offer d Crown had bought thy Life. 
Hf. So unconcern'd t' aſcend the Seat = Pow'r, 
Thou ſpeak'lt as if twere ſcarcely worth Acceptance: 


Ari. Gifts, when on Terms we diſapprove, confert d, 


Meet cold Reception, hardly merit Thanks. 
Diſown'd's the Favour, where the Preſent's forc'd— 
Miſtake me not, Imperial State, my Soul | 
Views not deſiring, nor with Eye of Scorn, 


Powerful's the Scepter'd Hand, but then the King | 


O rather may I live a ſlighted Maid, 
Than reign his Queen—. 

But whither roves my Tongue ? 
Forgetful, Sir, that you are Omar's Son. 


Sf. Speak on ſweet Charmer, doubly atk my Soul 


With Senſe and Harmony. 

Ari. Moſt gracious Prince, 5 
Since you vouchſafe to lend me friendly Ear, 1 
If for thy Life preſetv d, thy ſacred Life 
I merit ought, with Favour hear my Suit, 
Grant the Petition of a Maid diſtreſs C. 

S. O task my Pow'r, my Will is wholly thine. 


Ari. Halt to the King, on bended Knee implore -. 
* 


E 


2 
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Who could deny a Son like Thee his Prey) 
That he'd reſerve ihe Honours he deſigns me; 
From me beſeech him to divert his Thoughts, 
Upon ſome Object of more equal State, 
Shew him our Hearts were never form'd to pair, 
Try all thy Skill to break the Bonds he threatens, . 
Thy Lite Pve ſav'd, and the Return is juſt, 
That Thou ſave mine. 8 peed 

Sz. So ftrong Averſion tow'rds him | 

Ari. Be Baniſhment my Fate, my Lot Con- i 

ſinement, 8 "JT | 

Theſe tender Eimbs let Chains oppreſſive load, 
Leſs painful will they prove than Wedlock's Bonds. 

K. Fear not ſoft Innocence, or thy Breaſt alarm, 
With dreadful Images which Phancy forms, | 
Exiſting only there, Chymæra's all, 

Thee, worthy Maid, the Gods will not afflict 
With Nuptials, which thy Nature moſt abhors, 
From them commiſſion'd am I fent to break em, 
Believe me fair One, granting thy Requeſt. 

My ſelf I moſt befriend, ev'n Int'reſt pleads 

For Thee, and in thy Cauſe my Heart's a Party; 
Dare to rely upon our Princely Word, 
Never ſhall Omar Ariaſpe wed. 

Ari. O! all thy Words prevail upon my Faith, 
Whiſp'ring ſweet Comfort to my penſiye Breaſt, 
May then thy Pow'r in my Behalf ſucceed, | 
That Crowns may never preſs my humble Brow, 
Nor I be ſunk beneath the Load of Greatneſs, 

But far from Court, from Omar far be driv'n, 
Then whilſt ſecreted in my wiſh'd Retreat, 
Pm loſt to Glory, Pomp and purpi'd State, 
by. oa Year. one Day ſhould noted 
\ + Pas TON "Wc iS 
Sacred to thee a Feſtival of Thanks; | 
That Day my neighbouring Villager ſhould ceaſe | 
His wonted Task, and eat unearned Bread, ; 
The jocund Swain in Holyday Attire 


< + 
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Made fine, with artleſs h by. Nature taught 
Wooing the Silvan Maid, thrice happy Pair! 
To chearful Sounds ſhould fprightly tread; the 
n 

Sports free from Guilt ſhould joytul make the Day, 
And Care beguiling Mirth around us reign, 
Thy Name the B 4th. hy of our labour'd Song. 

8 Let foul Diſeaſe be to the Deſart ſent, 
And loath'd Deſormity forbid our Sight; 
But Thou —— _ 
In vain were wrought the accompliſh'd Work of 

- Heavn, 
Should ſuch en to the World be loſt. 
Wherefore that Brightneſs in yon Heav'nly Orb, 
If not ordain'd to run a glorious Courſe? 
Thou Nature's finiſh'd Piece, our Country's Boaſt, 
Tranſeendent fair, art form'd to be ador'd, 
If Age at Sight of Thee be warm'd to Love, . 
How muſt thy Beauties fire my youthful Prime! 
Behold in me, t 5 Rival of the King; 
What dares not powerful Love! O gentle Maid 
Smile on thy Conqueſt and approve my Flame, 
Whilſt Omer lordly with his Pow'r afirights Thee, | 
Fly to theſe Arms, theſe Arms by you 7 bleſs'd, 
Shall in Return protect You 
Ari. O! Sir, reflect, 
Let not the impelling Fire of . Blood 
To Dangers drive you, whence not all my Care, 
My willing Care can extricate thy Life, 
How w1ll the King, the wrathtul F ather, brook 
- 55 reſuming to obſtruct his Love? 
/. He not delerves the F air, whole Heart not 


dares 
T avow his Love, nought but thy Frowns I fear; 
Aid with thy. favouring Wiſh my juſt Deſigns, 
Succeſs ſnall ſure attend to bleſs our Hopes, 
From all thy Fears this Night ſhall ſet thee free; 
And Honour's Crown fit n on thy Head : 


But 
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But our brave Enterprize brooks no Delay, 


Breaks on my preſent Bliſs, from thee compels me, 


Till my Return ſpeak Peace unto thy Breaſt. 
O Ariaſpe ! know my Fate and thine are one: 
Ex. Soli ris, 
| a Various the Motions that a Lover feels, 
With mar now ſanguine, now depreſs'd with 
ear, 


On the ſmooth Surface of the liquid Plain 
Advent'rous Love makes ſail and plows the Main, 
Soothing his Wiſh awhile the Wands blow fair, 
And in his Thoughts the golden Coaſt draws near, 
Yet &er the Port he reach, black Storms ariſe, 


To Mountains ſwell the Waves, and daſh the Skies, 


Deſpair takes Place and in the Tempeſt toſt 
Bulg'd 1s the Bark and all his Treaſure loſt. 


oing off. 


My Friend jn haſte, with Buſineſs on her Brow ! 


LEnt, ka; 
Cle. O Ariaſpe! 


Ari, What means thy ſtrange Surprize ? _ 
Cle, 1 the aged Man whom Chance this 
Mom © 
Caſt in our way oppreſs'd beneath his Wounds, 
And by your Pity fav'd 

Ari. Purſue your Story. 

Cle. Supported by the Hand your pious Care 
Provided for Relief with feeble Steps 
Has reach'd the Court, I met him in my W- ay. 

Ari. Explain his Purpoſe, wherefore hither come ? 

Cle. Of me he ask'd the means to ſee Lord Phanes. 

Ari, My Father! but ſpeak his Buſineſs with him. 

Cle. My Lord your Father by the King's Com- 

mand, 
With utmoſt Splendor nov / adorns the T emple, 
And to the Guard has giv'n in ſtricteſt Charge, 
That none howe'er importunate ſhould enter. 


Ot this inform'd, to me he makes Petition, 
G 2 Knowing, 
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neſs) ; 
That You'd permit him to approach your preſence. 
Ari. Alas yoor Man ! what ſucccour can I give, 
Who to my Self am helpleſs? 

Cle, "Tis his Deſire, 
Moſt humbly does he pray, that thro*' your Pow'r 
He find immediate Audience of the King, ; 

To whom alone he means to break his Buſineſs, 
Which as by Queſtion from him I collect, | 
Is much of Moment, and moſt high Concern, 

- Relating to the King, and to his Son, _ 
Danger and Death denounc'd were in his Words. 
Ai. His Son! when will thy Stars Dear Prince 
| ' have ſhed | 5 

Diſaſtrous Inffaence! when thee behold 
Auſpicious in their Aſpect? reſtleſs thy Foe 
With hate inplacable purſues Thee ſtill, 

Still meditates new Miſchief gainſt thy Life, 

If Care, a Lover's Care, could ought avail, 
Amidit ten thouſand Dangers Thou weert ſafe, 
More for my Love, than for my Life I dare, 
Whom moſt my Heart abhors, the King I'll meet, 
What Nature has deny'd my Love confers, 
With martia'l Fire I feel my Blood grow warm, 
My Hero's Preſence fills me with his Spirit 
With Him Fd ſhare the Dangers of the Field, 
My Arm his Champion, and my Breaſt his Shield. 

10 | [Excunt, 


NITOCRIS Sala: 
Nit. Hard the Condition of a Wretch confin'd! 
What freeborn Mind, ye Moraliſts, would bear 


This Load of Life from Liberty debarr'd? 
Tis Grief to think on't, and the Choice more wiſe 


To ceaſe from Life than breathe a Life in pain. — 


Bounded 


(Knowing your pow'r, and having felt your Good 


N 
i 
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Bounded within the Circuit of theſe Walls, | 
I mourn a Priſoner, and my Jailor curſe, 
More grievous far to me theſe Rooms of State, 
Than noiſom Dungeons to ſome meaner Wretch. 
Fetters when link'd with Gold more weighty are 
Than thoſe of Baſer Metal —— alas my Soul's 
Impriſon'd too, in Chains Corporeal held, : 
Yet wherefore held? when in my Will it reſts 
it ſhall be ſo 
1 Enter Seſoſ. 
To all Confinement Death gives ſure Diſcharge. 
. 1 what my Fears divin'd, but to prevent 
er | 
Occaſion favour to my pious Duty — | Shews himſelf- 

Nit. How's this! a Viſit from my Son's Deſtroyer! 
Audacious Guilt ! yet ſeems it wondrous ſtrange! 
The Sight of Him preſents unto my Mind : 
The living Perſon of my Royal Lord. 
Inſtruct me, Gods! why doth a Villain bear 
So near Reſemblance to his goodly Perſon ? [| Afide. 
Is it not then allow'd me to indulge | 
Grief undiſturb'd ? Oh barbarous Inſult ! 
Compaſſion too the vile Diſſembler wears 
To mock my Sorrows, aggravate my Woes. 
Hence bold Intruder, nor provoke my Fury. 

. To ſave thy Life, regardleſs of my own, 
IT come Phyſician to thy wounded Soul, 
Thy Woe to bid thee ceaſe, forget thy Sorrows, 
With fruitleſs tears nor longer mourn thy Son. 

Nit. Dareſt thou preſume to dictate to my Soul, 
Preſcribe me Comfort and afſſwage my Pain, 
Thou Source of All my Woe ? moſt inſolent 
To flay my Son, then wiſh me not lament Him — 
And muſt I bear all this, ye partial Gods 
Villain, beware the Madneſs you excite, _ 
Avaunt my Foe; with Scorpions laſh him hence 
ve Infernal Furies Oo STT 97 


To ſet them both at large 
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i Oſpare the Innocent! 
Behold me bending to obtain thy Bleſſing, Chreeling 
Shall Duty thus imploring meet your Curſe ? 
O Royal Mourner, O my Mother hear me, 
It is thy Son, thy own J2/o/tr:s ſpeaks. 
Nu: My Son! his Tongue talks frantick, and 
his Brain | 
Dark Madneſs holds, the Gods are upright then. 
"Sefoftris 
H. Sure Nature ſhould by Inſtinct call me fo, 
This Sword (by Dion brought) thy Princely Preſent, 
My Father's Sword deceiv'd Thee. 


Nit. Deceiv'd me 
Jef. Why Fm conceal'd, ſome freer Hour ſhall 


1 
I dare no more, in ſecret be thy Joy. — Ex. Seſoſ. 
Nit. Whate'er thou art O ſtay, one Moment ſtay, 
It is Illuſion and the Phantom's vaniſh'd ——- 
Am I awake! _ 
Was it not He! the Wretch that flew my Son 
Let me he Mother call'd, himſelf $/o/tr:s, 
And in his Voice | heard Pharnazes ſpeak ; 
O'twas my Son, my Eyes are open now, 
Diſtinctly to diſcern his Father in him, 
My leaping Heart with Pleaſure owns him mine, 
It was Kſoſtris, and I feel him here, 
Feel Hope enkindling Gladneſs in my Breaſt ; 
Keep Guard my Tongue, nor in my Look be ſeen, 
The Pleaſure which my Soul perceives within, 
All hufht be Joy, nor brighten in my Eyes, 
Still veil em Sorrow with thy dark Difguiſe, 
So Clouds obſcure awhile the Sun's bright Ray, 
But till he , and Glorious —_ the Day. 


me Ba of the Fourth 4d. 
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A E. 9 
S- C N B 2 3: 


OMAR, NITOCRIS, MANES, GUARDs. 
Om. © Phanes haſte, give him to underſtand, 
I That in the Temple he our Preſence 
2151857 ar (Exit Manes. 
Command Arrafpe to attend us here — [| Afide. 
Thou once a Queen, whom Heaven incens'd has left 
To languiſh in Deſpair, and that Thou liv'ſt 
Is of our Royal Grace, thy Lite our Gift, 
Yet further ſtill our Favour might extend. 
Nit. Thy Favour, Tyrant, know that J diſdain, 
Alike to me thy Good, or Evil Will, 
Of both regardleſs, ſor my Soul's. above Thee: 
Om. Weak, tooliſh Woman, vain with empty 
Title, 5 | 
Our Pow'r ſhall break thy reſtiff haughty Mind, 
And in that Part, moſt ſenfible, ſhall pain Thee. 
How will it rack Thee to behold the Crowh -- - 
With dazb'd Eye, reſplendent circle round 
That Head, which us'd to bow to thee in Homage, 
Superior now, commanding thy Submiſhon ? 
Yes, &er thou dy'ſt, a Miſtfeſs I'll ſet o'er thee, 
Whoſe ſupercilious Brow ſhall to her Pleafure 
Thy Duty awe, howe'er thy Will repugnant, 
And by Commands moſt trifling gall thy Patience, 
Still urging that, to which Thou'rt mofl averſe, 
Woman to Woman is the worſt Tormentor. - 
Nit. Bear yet a little longer, O my Soul! 
Th' inſulting Taunts of his provoking Tongue. 
Om. No, Let thy proud Heart ſwell to diſappoint 
My vow'd Intent, until it rend with Paſſion 
Eut ſee my Beauteous Bride, the _— Fair, 


O 


O She will prove a Miſtreſs much too kind, 
For She's all-gentle and compos'd of Sweetneſs 
| | LEnt, Ariaſpe. 
She comes upon me with as ſoft an Air 
As Summer Gales o'erſmoothing Ocean's — 
Aſide. 
Howe'er diſturb'd my Breaſt, at thy Approach, 
Touch'd by thy Preſence, ſtill *tis calm'd to Peace, 
O when thy Father gives Thee to my Hand, 
He gives me more than Empire's Self can boaſt, 
Haſte then my Soul t' inſure thy bliſsful Treaſure. 
No more this Coyneſs thou too baſhful Maid, ö 
With Eyes conſenting kindly welcome Love, 
Thy Father and the Prieſt now wait our coming; 
Alas, Thou ſeem'ſt afraid —— (Taking her Haud. 
Ari. O Sir yet ſtay, | 
Suſpend awhile ſuchThoughts,and give me hearing, 
A Subject more of Weight demands Attention. 
Om. Impoſlible ! Momentous as my Love! 
Ari. Your:Lite, your Son's, both are my Lord in 
| Danger. alt 
Om. Hah! Whence, declare thou faithfulMonitor. 
Ari. In ſecret is the deadly Miſchief form'd. 
Om. Th' Offspring of her Brain conceiv'd by 


Malice — [ Pornting to Nitocris. 
Ari. From me conceal'd 'tis hid, but fee my 
1 Ammon enters. 


This aged Man by Loſs of Blood far ſpent, 

Barely he lives, and wiſhes only Life | 
Z ⁵⁵ 

Om. Hah } or in my Eye 
Deception lies, or Ammon tis I fee, 
Am. Thy faithful Servant, ever Royal Maſter. _ 
Om. Ideem'd thee dead, for ſo Report this Morn 
Had given it out, what meant the foul Abuſe ? 
Am. Well their Conjecture might ſuppoſe me dead, 
| Whochanc'dto ſee me on the Ground out-ſtretch'd,' 
Lie ſpeechleſs, gaſping, to Appearance dying, N 1 
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And certain Death had ſoon my Portion been, 

Had not Heav'n timely ſent this ng Hand 

| 7 Ariaſpe. 

Whichrais'd me up to ſtand before your Preſence. 
Om. Say Ammon, whence the inhuman Treatment 

came, . | L 
Our Soul reſents thy Wrongs, ſpeak ſtraight the 
Villain. 
Am. Alas! my Lord to me He is unknown, 

The Wounds I bear, are but his leaft Offence ; 

O more deſtructive far the Traytor's Sword, 

Your ſelf my Lord will feel the deepeſt Wound. 
Om. What mean thy Words. . 
Am. O Sir, He'as ſlain your Son. 

Om. More wondrous ſtill, but that I know thce 
ns  * | 

Old Man I ſhould believe thy Senſe diſeas'd, 

The Pain thy Body feels affects thy Mind; 

My Son! ev'n row we commun'd with the Prince 

Vig'rous, and in high Health, Miſtake miſleads thee. 

Am. Tas ſaid that I was dead, behold Ilive, 

The Prince you ſpeak alive is truly dead. 

Om. Deceit with Colours falſe o'er Age prevails. 
Am. Perfect my Senſe, and Truth is in my Words. 

My Royal Miſtrefs, now no more my Queen, 

Gave me in Charge with her expiring Breath, 

To bear unto you, Sir, her tend'reſt Wiſhes, 

Committing to my Care the Prince your Son, 

That with his Preſence he might bleſs your Years, 

When as this Morn the Palace-walls we reach'd, 

A Trayt'rous Villain in the Way beſet us, 

With Sword advanc'd declar'd his curs'd Intent, 

To guard my Royal Pledge I ftraight oppos d him, 

But feeble are the Efforts of Old Age, OY 

My beſt Attempts his ſtronger Arm made vain, 

Whilft his ſwift Blade was ting'd all o'er with Blood 

The Prince behav'd, as well became his Birth, 

Till Chance ſent fatal the unguarded Blow, : 
| ww Which 


. 
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Which pierc'd his Heart and laid him dead beſide 
SY, me, 
Om. How ! My Son! Tm in Amazement loſt. 
Am. The horrid Deed perform d, ſtill breathing 
* Blood. | 8 
In treaſonous Terms he curs'd your Royal Perſon, 
Then tow'rds the Palace bent his haſty Steps, 
His Mind intent on ſome accurs'd Deſign, 
Beware Surprize nor think my Caution vain. 
Om. Th' Adventure Ammon you relate confounds 
me, TERS 
What to believe, or whom diſtruſt uncertain, 
I wander compals'd in a Maze of Doubts. 
Enter Seſ. feeimg Ammon flarile is ſurpriz?d. 


K. Ammon newriſ'n to Life! Return'd from 


Death | 

From whoſe Dominions never Man arriv'd ! 

That may not be — we thought him dead too ſoon 

Some little glim*ring Spark which lay conceal'd, 

Has kindPd up the Fire of Life again; Ss 

Tho' old, perchance his Mem'ry may hold me, 

The News he brings, we'll cautious learn at 
Diſtance |  [Witharawing. 

Om. In ſerious Self. Debate, and then retiring, 


Some one recall the Prince. — It ſhews amiſs— 


. . [8Seſ. returns. 
Draw nearer, Sir, and lend us all your Cunning, 


To clear ſome Doubts which much perplex our 


Mind: = 
But firſt behold this piteous Object here, 


This poor Old Man, know you him thus disfigur d? 


Se. What's to be done — Laſide. 

Om. He ſeems confounded Caſide. 
Ammon view well this Youth? is't not my Son? 
Am. Vour Son my Lord 
4 enough ery þ 
It is the Villain that has robb'd us of him; 
His Murd'rer I fee, too well I know him. 


Gods I have liv'd 


Nit. 


Nr tt. 5 
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Nit. Then am I loſt indeed, O cruel Chance! 
His Fate's inevitable „D 

Ari. What have I done! [afide. 

Am. Nay doubt me not, ne'er will my Mind 

forget him, 
How crimſon d o'er with my poor Maſter's Blood, 
He Ruffian- like his Perſon bately riff'd, 
From us the Pledges of our Meſſage ſtole, 
The Bracelet, Ring, and Letter of the Queen. 

Om. His Charge is juſt, what he aſſerts he proves, 
Am. My Soul's oerjoy'd, contented ſhall 1 die. 
Let but the Traytor anſwer for his Crimes, 
And with his Blood atone for that heas ſhed. 

Om. 1 7 ſhalt be ſatisfyd — What ſayſt thou 

„„ 

Accus d thou ſtandſt as Murd'rer of my Son ? 

$e/. Tyrant T own, and glory in the Fact, 
In ſparing thee, Shame chides my tardy Hand, 
Which e'er I fall, thus wipes off foul Reproach. 

 Faraws on Omar, who runs behind Ariaf 

Om. Secure th' Impoſtor, ſeize the Villain Guards. 

J. Traytors *tis falſe, in me behold $z/oſtrrs, 
And learn to know your Maſter — 

5 ; Cards diſarm him. 

Nit What means baſe Men, this Violence to 
3 your Prince? 

It is my Son, the great Pharrazes Heir. 
Om. They know their Duty nor regard thy 
Ravings. 1 5 
Nit. i your Aſſiſtance Heav'n, Juſtice ye 
Gods ! Da, 

Om. That ſhall he ſoon receive. The juſt Reward 
For Treafon due, Fate's M iniſter ſhall give, 

Sz}. Heav'n wills my Death, and 1 deſerve my 

Doom. „ 
Not that I meant to take the Tyrant's Life, 
O great the Thought, and the Deſign moſt glorious ! 


My Country's Liberty in ſpir'd my Soul; 5 


bo SESOSTRIS: Or, 
Twill ſoften to me Death, when I reflect 
One Branch of Tyrany in his Son's lopt off. — 
My Fault, my Crime is, that I ſtain'd my Blood: 
That I. who fpring from an Tlluſtrious Race, 
Shou'd fouly blot mine Honour and my Name, 
In perſonating, one fo baſely born, 

And vilely ſtoop to call thee Monſter Father. 

Om, Hence with the Traytor, Guards, root up 

C | 

(Then bid him. boaſt his Lineage. 


| OY | | 3 
4 J wild and catching Fire's extinguiſh'd, 

er it could riſe to Flame, its Anthor's ſafe, 
We hold him in a Toll. 

Om. Say you ſecur'd ? 5 

Men. C'oleſly purſu'd, he to the Temple fled. 
We ſeiz d the Traytor, and had forcd him thence, 
But proud, the Prieſts, in their high Poſt of Pow'r, 
Boldly oppos'd us, and maintain'd with Clamours 
The conſtant Privilege of that ſacred Place, ; 
As Refuge ſafe to All, nor will they yield, 
But to the King in Perſon, Lord Phanes, Sir, 
Humbly intreating your immediate Prefence, 
Holds o'er the Prieſts and Priſoner watchful Eye, 
Leſt they preſume to. favour his Eſcape. . 

Om. Bid him to know we'll on the Inſtant join him. 
: | [Exit Menes. 
Theſe ſaucy Prieſts ſhou'd they our Pow'r diſpute, 
From their Aſylum we the Drones will drive, 
Or that, in Ruins laid, ſhall be their Tomb. 
To ſuch a Height my Vengeance will J bear, 
The World ſhall learn to tremble at my Name. 
Guards lead on the Traytor. — [Laying hold of Seſ. 


Nit. Alas my Sn! ( Coing Towards him. 


* 


Om. Woman approach not. 
Nit. Not one parting Farewel ? 


Yet e'er he die my longing Arms ſhall bleſs him. 


ineag CEnt. Menes. 
Men. From Phanes, Sir, 1 come with Voice of 


G 
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F/. How curſt the Dog! * 


Om. See ſhe be here confin d, 
To thee his Head ſhall come 4 Royal Preſent — 


LA. going. 
Yet let me not forget my Fair Protektrix —— 
[To W 
Ts thee Ariaſpe all our Thanks are due, JEONG 
Tine the Diſcov'ry of this Maſked Villain, 
To thee I ſtand indebted for my Life; Fg 
Attend till my Return, whilf to our Nuptials | 
This daring Criminal a Victim falls, 3 
Then undiſturb d we will indulge our Joys. 
Nit. Spight of the Tyrant will L once embrace Fon 
Runs and catches Sel. in her 
Om. Force off her Hold or let the Sword divide 80 
[Extunt Om. and Guard's with 
Nit. Diſtraction Horror! Dragg d away to Death. 
Whilſt I ſtand by a helpleſs Looker on. | 
Juſt Gods could you permit him thus to fall! 
Ari. What live I then to bear! O my Dear Lord a 
More ſharp the Pangs I feel, than thoſe of Death: 
Ill fated Maid! whilſt to preſerye thy Life 
My Care was ſhewn, thy Life my Care deftroys. 
Oh tis Ariaſpe that Sefoftris flays 
Nit. See the Diſſembler, — falſe tears laments 
The Fate of the Poor Vouth, whoſe Blood She pills. 
Ari. O Queen! to my Affliction add no Weight, 
Nor wrongtully accuſe a gniltleſs Maid, 
Heav'n ſee's my Heart, and knows how pure its 
Flame. - 
How dear his Life, tho Chance thro? me betray'd it. 
O call to Mind from whence his Safety came, 
When thy revengeful Hand drew forth the Steel 
To pierce his tender Heart, moſt monſtrous Rage! 
The Mothers Arm againft Her Son extended. 
How did 1 fly to fave from You, S:ſoftris ? 


To me more dear, than ever Son to Mother. 
— 


S2 SESOSTRIS: Or, 
Ni. os entle Maid, Thou ſaw{ how ſtrong my 
hon, 
How ſwell'd my Grief at his imagin'd Death, 
Not as my Son, but as his Murderer | 
Unknowingly I ſought his Life But ceaſe We 
nov 
Each other to upbraid, We'll joyntly mourn, 
 Whojoyntly ſufter —— Ah Me unhappy Mother! 
To taſte of Sweets more bitter makes Our Cup, 
The Gods but lent Him to my longing Eyes, 
To fee his Worth and make my Loſs more heavy. 
Ari. * Fulneſs of my Woe confounds my 
And crowding Sighs allow not Words a Paſſage. 
Wit. The poor Sſoſtris! 
Oh what Indignities his high born Soul 
Suſtains from barbarous and abandon'd Villains! 
Whilſt he, the Royal Youth ; juſt to Himſelf, 
Appears a King in Dignity of Aſpett. | 
His Port how brave! his Eye betrays no Fear, 
How unapal'd his Look, whilſt to his Breaſt, 
The Sword'sadvanc'd ! — Ah now I fee him bleed, 
His headleſs Trunk now leaps in Starts convulſive, 
Towr'd me it makes, ah ſome One ſave me from it 
FFP DAs frighted. 
Heark! tis I fear the Meſſenger of Fate, 
Who haſtics to bring the Tyrant's dreadful Preſent, 
The cruel Gift, the very Sight will kill me,. 
No, tis my Friend, and yet I fear her Greeting: 
Can Looks ſo Chearleſs ever promiſe Comfort! 
2 „%% r. 
O ſpeak my Parabe, relieve my Pain, 
My Fate hangs on thy Words to live or die. 
Har. O Royal Miſtreſs, once moſt bleſs'd of Mo- 


* 


5 thers 5 | | 
Let not my Voice henceforth be hateful to Thee — 
Ni. At once diſpatch me, ſay Thou ſavyſt him 
bleed. 5 1 b N 4 | I 5 

| , Par 
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Par. Not ſaw him bleed; but I'll recount the 
whole. —— | 


The 7 fierce, and terrible in Aſpect, 


With $ullen Pride advanc'd, and enter'd firſt 

The Temple, next Se/oſtr:s, Noble You 

PDauntleſs came on, encompaſs dround withGuards 

Entring the Prieſts receiv'd Him, ſudden; clos d 

The Brazen Gates, what follow'd from within 

Is obvious to divine, his Fate you might diſcern 

In each Beholder's Eye, which drop'd with Pity. 

Thus clos'd the doleful Scene. „ 
Nit. O Parabe! | 

Let's to the Temple. They'll give me now my Son, 

Give Him me dead, whom living They deny'd Me. 

Tho? cropt my Flow r, tho! of its Beauties ſpoil'd, 

My tender Boſom ſtill ſhall give him Place, 

PII fold him tho? all-cold within my Arms; 

Nor ſhall the Tyrant ever part me from him, 

But in the peaceful Grave we'll reſt together. 

Come let's away my Friend — [going meets Seſoſ. 


N. __ and Phanes. 
Gods! *tis Se/oftris ! LE 
Sf. O my Mother! Cembracing. 

Ari. It is my Lord, my Love! [ embracing. - 
S:{. MyBleſſmg too fair Maid muſt come from thee, 
Diſcharg'd I ſtand from Premiſe to thee made, 
That Omar ncer ſhould Ariaſpe wed, A 8 
His Pow'r's expir'd and Tyrany lies dead. | 

Nit. The Tyrant dead ! then like a ſudden Flood, 
Joy breaks upon me not to be withſt | 
Ol! to what Angel ſtand we thus indebted ? 
He. The wonderful Event this Day brings forth, 


Is owing all to an illuſtrious Subject, 
*T1s all the Conduct and the Care of Phanes. 
Ari, My Father! N 
H. His the Deſign, compleated by my Hand, 
Thro' his Advice I wore the baſe Diſguiſe, _ 
Thro' his Advice deceiv'd, well pleas'd the Tyrant 
A Victim ledme to the Holy Altar, Where 
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Where, as confin'd, * d the truſty Dion, 
At Sight ſo wiſh'd, the Tyrant's Soul rejoyc'd, 
And Slaughter fo d, will Thirſt of Blood impa- 


patien 
Death's Officer ni to do his Work, 
When valiant Phanes, with extended Arm 
Gave Signal forth. to our ſurrounding Friends, 
Aloud he cry d, long live the Prince Se/oftris : 
From ev'ry' Side again my Name reſounded, 
And eccho d joyful thro! the vaulted Dome. 
Fear Omar ſhook, whilſt on his Brow Guilt 
|  _lowrd. 
Fic Guards fled from him, now id by ours, 
rce with my Wrongs, I: bearded | ſtreight the 
Tyrant, : 
de Alber ſnatch the Hacred Kniſe, 
And with one Blow/ our great Deliverance wrought: 
Beneath my Feet the Tyrant curſing fell, 
My ee the People bleſs'd; and cry'd out Free- 
dom, 
Shouting the. Tyrant” 8 and; they rend the Skies. 
Nit. With gracious Eye juſt Heav': n beholds out 
- Wrongs, 
Requ ite our Suff rings with abounding — 5 
1 . Thro various Scenes Vice treads the World: $ 
great Stage, 
FEY ith the Parade of Pomp SE? Heav? n Aedest 


: $ 5 Bux va in the Glory that attends. the Great, 


: 8 Eximes when full ripe, when too Iuxuriant gro 


Whoſe Pageant Honour owes its Riſe to "WY 5 : 


Provoke the Gods. and call their Vengeance de 
Thus Omer finds, whilft in his Guilt ſecure, - 
Tho flow to. puniſh, Juſtice ſtill is ſure, —_” 
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